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Things in General. 


O. A. HOWLAND. 
C. C. ROBINSON. 
G. F. MARTER. 
DANIEL LAMB. 


OES this quartette of names represent the municipal 
ideals of Toronto and afford a true indication of the 
class of material from which we may expect the 

mayors of this city in future to be selected? Taken in con- 
junction with some recent candidates for, and occupants of 
the office, it ought to be a startling and alarming thought 
to the ratepayers that they must this year make choice be- 
tween Oliver A. Howland and C. C. Robinson, unless either 
G. F. Marter or Ald. “ Danny” Lamb can be driven, coaxed 
or jollied into presenting himself as a glorious alternative. 
While old Santa Claus is distributing the contents of his 
pack, the most acceptable thing he could bring down the 
flue in this locality is a Man for Mayor. 
* 


* 

k. O. A. HOWLAND, who has occupied the position 
of Mayor for two years, is circulating with a defin- 
iteness which amounts to a direct accusation, reports 

that Mr. C. C. Robinson, who, like Mr. Howland, is a Con- 
servative and is asserting himself as a candidate for the 
mayoralty probably for the same reason that the strongest 
of Mr. Howland’s friends could present in his behalf, be 
cause he needs it, has sinister influences backing his candi- 
da.ure. Of course the civic elector, to have a full 
grasp of the situation, must divest himself of the 
serio-comic aspect of ‘the whole fight. Probably 
no man is so devoid of civic knowledge that he would 
select either of the candidates as a possible occupant of the 
Mayor’s chair. We have become so used to these utter im- 
possibilities that the discussion of unfit men for high place: 
has become customary. The use of personal arguments to 
prevent the election of these unfit people has also lapsed 
into the region of improprieties. Without doubt, Mr. How- 
land is unfit to be Mayor. Nobody could maintain a straight 
face and urge that C. C. Robinson will be a proper succes- 
scr. That large and influential corporations are paying the 
price of Mr. Robinson's candidature is the urging of a thing 
that is hard to beliewe. The man himse!f is so unimportant 
that as the occupant of the chief exccutive office no one 
wculd consider him of value to the meanest concern with 
interests involved. Mr. Robinson, like Mr. Howland, de- 
pends largely on his name, acquired without his influence or 
worth, as a reason why he should be dominant in a place of 
such importance as Toronto. We mny be quite content 
that these small descendants of promin-nt men should fight 
it out between themselves, but it is of great importance to 
us that small issues should not be imported into such a 
scrub race. They may endeavor to bedevil one another in 
the manner which is customary in campaigns where nothing 
but the merits of the candidates can be urged, but as the 
local press looks at it, the issue is not a threshing out of 
domestic troubles, but the selection cf the best out of ar 
infinitely bad assortment of men. What may happen in the 
mayoralty contest is not the subject of this paragraph; thr 
issue is entirely how a donkey race should be conducted. 
By heredity both candidates shculd be gentlemen; by prac- 
tice and environment—we leave it for the electorate to 
decide. That it should ever come to such an issue is not 
a matter to make any elector joyful, but shou'd make ever: 
elector who has a vote to cast more thoughtful than in the 
past, 
#** 
PROJECT seems to be on foot, born of the census of 
1901, to reorganize the representation of Canada in th 
z Federal Parliament and the appropriation which sha! 
be paid to the various sections of the Dominion. I do not 
believe in this. When Canada is called together through 
the Premiers of its provinces or the men who represeni 
public opinion in varicus places, the impulse should not be 
in the direction of increases from the Imperial treasury, but 
how that Imperial treasury could be further fortified. The 
prehensile desires of those who have a claim should not b 
so obvious that the chief taxpayer by its representative 
should find it necessary to be absent. Ontario, withom 
complaint, has paid about three-fifths of the contributio: 
necessary to make federation possible. This great burden- 
bearer has declined, though interested in a loss of repre 
sentatives, to hold the gun to the ear of those who make 
divisions and are the natural arbitrators with regard to how 
much voice each province is’to have in the division of that 
which is collected for the common weal. It is not for mem- 
b rs cf the Ontario electorate to say that the North Ameri- 
can Act, which we have accepted as our constitution, should 
not be revised. But we do say most emphatically that it 
shall not be revised in the interests of those who pay a 
smaller share than we do, and should acquire by some pro- 
ccss a larger proportion of influence than we have been 
ever able to obtain. While paying three-fifths of the cost 
of government, we have scarcely ever been able to maintain 
more than one-fifth of the influence which guides that gov- 
ernment. The cause and re:ut need not be discussed. 
Ontario as an entity believes that such a discussion would 
be unwise. That the discu sion has been and is going 
on in spite of Ontario’s faiure to join in the 
matter is significant of a disagreement which requires 
no accentuation by a newspaper system which is both un- 
w'se and exceedingly partizan. The cold, clammy fact re- 
mains unexploited that the greatest burden-bearer of all 
the provinces remains absolutely out of the discussion. 
That our Premier is not sharing with the others the 
impression that while we are to receive less representation 
our share of the total disbursements is not to be less, seems 
to me to entitle us to remain out with regard to the smal! 
sentiments advanced by those who by their advocacy of 
more money, more representation, or at least undecreased 
representation, are endeavoring to make a new bargain to 
the advantage of themselves and the disadvantage of On- 
tario. 
* 
HIEFEST among those humiliating experiences which 

Canada has to apolegize for, is the spectacle of Mr. 

D. D. Mann appealing to every Legislature and 
working his huge bulk as an element of obtaining subsidies. 
The Canadian Premiers in session in Quebee had no sooner 
organized than this perp-tual and tiring personality began 
to converse w.th them as to the gifts which the Canadian 
Northern Railway ought to have in order that it might be 
built and minister to the wants of the North-West. Mr. 
Mann is notoriously a gentleman who can make appeals to a 
Legislature, which, if emanating from a smaller variety of 
person, would probably result‘in him being thrown out of 
the window. If Mr. Mann’s brains are at all in proportion 
to his physical size has never been determined, but it has 
been settled that no man is more useful in asking for subsi 
dies than th‘'s colossal and rather picturesque person who is 
always put up against the end of the game which asks for 
lands and subsidies at so much per mile. according to the 
alleged statements of the firm which has been said to make 
such an immense amcunt cf money out of raducing Gov- 
ernments to become partners in railroad schemes of which 
they are the only beneficiaries, Mackenzie and Mann could 
sell out to-day and be exceedingly rich men. Why they 
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‘simply intend to exploit them for personal profit. 


hou'd be rich and th: G-vernments left to engage 
mathematicians to reckon up their indcbtedness or their 
share of mythical profits, is a problem on which the people 
shculd ponder before anythng fu ther is given to these 
exceedingly clever manipulaiors of railroad charters. 
Franchises should not be g.ven carelessly or to people who 
A rail- 
road franchise shculd be only given to make possible the 
cxploration and settlement of a district which is not served. 
Anything furi:her is making money for individuals at thi 
unknown price of making railroad corporations profitable. 
Not another dollar should be given either to Mackenzie 
and Mann, to the Grand Trunk Pacific, or to anyone able 
to build a railroad. The ultimate cent has been expended. 
Those who Uesire to build railroads must do so at their own 
exp.nse cr at the expense of men joining in their enter- 
prise. We are absolutely and finally through with building 
transportation routes which are made a present to thos 
who have been paid for constructing them. Mr. D. D. Mann 
can bulk up before Legislatures and Railway Committees 
but it must be evident to everyone that he is no longer t: 
be listened to. Canada cannot be happy or prosperous by 
turning its territory over to railroad exploiters, and th: 
absolutely sickening itineracy and persistency of those whc 
are building railroads on subsidies should make the electors 
sick. It is a thing that has been played for all it is worth 
and needs to be folded up and put away. 


T is a queer thing that a man of known and conspicuous 
virtues may die and have what is good in him for- 
gotten, while the miser and the mere money-getter is 

remembered according to what he is worth in dollars and 
cents. The people of Toronto, who are supposed to be as 


Shade of John A.—Be careful, you fellows, 


took wise heads to draw that up. 


advane.d in everything pertaining to civilization as the 
population of any similar place, forget good men who have 
always been open-handed and kind-hearted as soon as the 
cast clod has been thrown on their coffins, but their memory 
of a miscr who begged his food and slept in stables is suf- 
ficiently acute to encourage men ‘to hoard their dollars ana 
to prevent any evidence being shown cf regard for the human 
race. A miserable sample of the Jewish tribe recently died 
after a life of indigence, with money sufficient to attract the 
greed of undertakers and relatives. Possessed probably 0: 
no virtue except that of acquiring money, his wealth ha: 
made him conspicuous. It is an idle pretense of despising 
wealth for the daily papers to assume contempt for th 
man’s money, when he is given columns of space that could 
not have been had by virtue of the most pronounced sort 
Eli Hyman, alias Davis, alias possibly many other thing 
has nothing to commend him to the public but the leavin: 
of money which has been vastly exaggerated in order t 
make his demise interesting. There is nothing in journalism 
so degrading as the exaltation of such a miserable characte: 
into such prominence as has been given to this man. Th 
possession of every virtue, of every tendency to be kind to 
the people of one’s race, is overlooked in the hoarding anc 
piling up of money by the man, and in items of supposed 
interest used by the papers. The worship of wealth and the 
bowing of the knee to those who ate from slop-barrels an: 
slept in stables is enough to set the whole generation on 
wrong track and to disturb the center around which humar 
endeavor should necessarily congregate. 
* x 

HAVE received from a reader of these columns wh 

has been attending the big Bible class which an “Ameri- 

can” gentleman named Newell is conducting weekly in 
Massey Hall, a letter and a report of a recent meeting, which 
make rather interesting reading, and which I regret I canno: 
print in full, as it runs to over a column and a half of new 
paper matter. But from this report it is quite evident tha’ 
the public are not being told all the facts about these meet 
ings, which started out with so large a following and, it woul’ 
uppear, are already giving signs of a reaction in interest and 
attendance. I am informed that Bro. Newell has been giver 
the cold shoulder by the ministerial brethren with churche 
of their own in Toronto, and who, while not openly ques 
tioning his motives, look with general suspicion on al 
strangers in the vineyard, and regard the institution of th 
mammeth Bible class by a visiting teacher as a reflection 
on their own work. At all events, the preachers of the cits 
are said to have withheld their sympathy and to have averted 
their countenances. This, with the fact that the novelty of 
the methods empleyed is wearing awry, will of course be 
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felt in the attendance. The audiences, I am informed, are 
already falling off. They are said to be composed almost 
exclusively of those in no special need cf evangelization— 
comfortable people, fairly well fixed both for this world and. 
as they believe, for the world to come. It would seem that 
he new movement has not reached any whom the existing 
agencies of religion have not already brought within the 
fold. It is, therefore, questionable whether so much energy 
is directed in the most promising channel. Bro. Newell’s 
discourses are not specially attractive to masculine persons, 
and the great hungry crowds of which we have been told so 
much and so often have numbered relatively few men to. 
women. The methods employed in construing and expound- 
ing Scripture are such as nowadays are thought narrow, and 
certainly not such, I am informed, as to attract progressive 
and rational minds to Bro. Newell’s following. If this is 
the case, the movement contains the seeds of its own decay 
and must go to pieces before the forces that are causing 
people to think more earnestly and deeply on religious 
questions than ever before. To read reports in the news- 
papers one would conclude that this Bible class in Massey 
Hall was the biggest and best thing that had ever hap- 
pened hereabouts in connection with religion. Perhaps this 
is because only one side of the picture has been presented. 
There has been an absence of criticism, while the presenta- 
tion of bouquets has been both frequent and free. Why the 
Toronto newspapers should hesitate to give us the truth 
about meetings in which so many readers are interested i: 
doubtless a puzzler to a great many. 
* 
HE Archbishop of Canterbury’s death removes a pre- 
late who began his career as an aggressive rationalist 
and cnded it as a colorless compromiser and reconciler 


how you monkey with that Constitution ; it 


of the unreconcilable. Dr. Temple had occupied succes- 
sively the bishoprics cf Exeter and London and the arch- 
bishopric of Canterbury. He had been a fellow of Oxford 
and headmaster of Rugby. It had fallen to his lot, as almost 
the closing act cf his career, to anoint and crown a British 
overeign. Yet with a long and singularly varied career 
behind him, it is doubtful if the late archbishop will be re 
membered as a great churchman in the sense that some 
of his predecessors are remembered. He has stood for no 
particular cause or movement. His memory will not be 
associated with any great act of ecclesiastical statesmanship. 
His best praise is that he “was fair to all classes of clergy- 
men,” which means that he was a safe buffer between the 
High and Low Church factions and countenanced a great 
divergence of practice in the services of the 
Church. . 


* 


*x * 

ANADA, so foriunate in her general financial history, 
has a long and lugubrious record of wrecked “private 
banks” to her discredit, and especially is this the cas« 

in Ontario, where the large number of small towns and 
cross-roads villages have afforded the best field for borrow 
ing and loaning operations of the sort that have recently 
involved so many farmers and store-keepers at Oakville. 
Depositors have been lulled and guwiled by the use of th 
word “bank.” It would be unjust to insinuate that private 
banking is always a bad'y conducted business. There are 
scores of such inst'tuticns carried on along safe and con- 
servative lines, in the hands of men who doubt'ess ar 
worthy of confidence, and the benefits derived from the 
‘ocal circulation and investment of depositors’ funds bi 
these purely local “‘ banks” have in many cases been undeni- 
ably great. But the reputation for 
which a private 
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yn the business of the to drive “ private 
banks” out of business, it does seem that the use of th: 
vords “bank” or “banker” should be restricted by 
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regular public inspection and some 
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P UBLIC opinion is greatly exercised with regard to the 
drink habit and the tendency of people to drunken 

ness. Of course it must be recognized that 
opinion is easily excited amongst the untempted by objc« 
‘ionable things which prevail amongst those who 
tims of an attempt t> get away from 
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Possibly the attempt to get away from oneself by the use of 
the drugstore route to slumber or the saloon habit of for- 
getting poverty, is particularly harrowing to those with 
tender consciences and no particular reason to escape for 
an hour or two from the bedevilments of life. The only 
large way of looking at these fugitives from the results of 
their own conduct must necessarily be in the nature of re- 
grctting the cause and the terrible nerve-destroying cure 
which thas ‘been chosen. Amongst the rich and poor alike, 
he middle-aged as well as the old, there are those who find 
moments of shudder, sorrow and regret which cheap and 
not necessarily fatal stimulant will pass them over. Lone- 
iness, the absence of sympathy, the attitude in which the 
victim finds himself or herself with every nerve racking, 
are incidental to the civilization of which we are so proud. 
That improper means are. taken to pacify an overwrought 
nervous system is regrettable, because it only duplicates in 
an increased degree the original condition. It is hard to 
think of a world constituted as the one we live in is con- 
stituted, without such conditions. Civilization and law- 
making and the general tendency to look after one’s neigh- 
bor rather than oneself in anything but a material way, have 
been in the direction of making laws, not to keep people 
good, but to prevent them from being bad. Reformers and 
would-be reformers attempt to define for everybody a 
“whoa!” line, but what the whole world must admit is that 
there is a woe line—sad spells, and tendencies to depres- 
sion, which are most easily disposed of by a resort to the 
bottle. The fact is that civilization, which provides so many 
stimulants, so much to engage people’s attention, and so 
many things to dull the tooth that gnaws, does not entirely 
fill the bill. It is obvious to those who can successfully diag- 
nose the public condition, that no mere say-so of the man 
with a self-satisfied stomach can be accepted as the general 
rule of ordinary life. It can hardly be disputed that this is 
a fast age; that people are prone to seek all the pleasures 
hat artificial means can create, and to evade all the woes 
that artificial methods can be relied upon to help them over. 
ne general conditions of society have to be regarded when 
We propose to do anything calculated to make impossible 
the ready reference to something that will stimulate the 
uff.rer past the acute period of desire. That this period 
hould never be created is in itself evident, and yet all the 
preachments and agitations pass over the initial phase, with 
the idea of preventing the gratification of what should have 


never been created. The recent disiurbance which had as 


its object the closing up of the saloons, seems to have crys- 


talliz:d into an effort to reduce the number of saloons if it 
cannct obliterate the evil. With all admissions that a 
writer need make as to inability to dictate the proper course, 
I am free to say that those who ask for the reduction of 
licenses cannot possibly be conversant with the evils they 
desire to be redressed. Our very eagerness to restrain, 
rcform or do away wth a wrong thing has led many inex- 
perienced people into a clamor for things which, for their 
lack of knowledge, must be recorded as only accentuating 
the troubles they deplore. It has been said, quite truth- 
fully, that a hundred men drinking in a hundred places are 
much less apt to go to excess than a hundred men drinking 
in ten places. Yet the reformers would decrease the num- 
ber, already small and mostly confined to business localities, 
possibly with the idea that the smell emanating from the 
loor of a gin-mill should be as infrequent as possible. The 
history of the world docs not indicate that the thing that 
is made difficult to get becomes something that ught. 
The fact that people are prevented either by their relatives 
xr by the law from obtaining the stimulant that they fool- 
ishly think their system requires, only aggravates an appetite 
in itself ariificial and to a large extent the 
ther artificial and deleterious tastes. 

The dealings of the public and the Government with the 
liquor sellers has been maintained with a very great per- 
version of understanding. It is generally recognized 
that the license paid by a saloon should go to a very large 
extcnt towards remedying the evils to which th: 
ministers, 


precursor of 


saloon 
In Toronto, where so. much agitation has pos- 
sibly done so much good, we are in a position to judge 
of whether the Government, allied with the city, can create 
a moncpoly of whisky-selling places with any good result- 
ing to those who appc,ar to be trying to restrain the traffic. 
I hold quite differently. We have practically 150 tavern 
tcenses in Toronto, the charge made being $450 a year. 
‘The business of transferring licenses keeps the commission- 
ers appointed for that purpose exceedingly busy. Licenses 
bring anywhere from filtecn to thirty thousand dollars 
apicce. This is the effect of a monopoly. The money does 
not go to the public, but to those who are ied in 
what at best is not by any means a desirable business. Why 
do.s not the Governm nt percentage for trans- 
fers? Even ten per cent. divided equally between the city 
and the province wculd put $1,000 into each treasury. But 
the scheme of restricting a traffic by minimizing and 
making it a monopoly is a mistake. Such a traffic could 
be more easily adjusted by abandoning the monopoly idea 
and allowing everybody with suitable premises and a good 
reputation to scll stimulants under the eye of the inspectors 
at say $2,000 a ycar license. There could be no monopoly 
under such circumstances, and I imagine that very 
would be willing to pay the price for the privilege, except 
in those localitics where a license twenty or thirty 
thousand dollers. If the business is a legitimate one and the 
man is willing to pay the price, let him conduct it. Why 
restrict the numbcr? That is monopoly in form 
The proper restriction should be the price. Or if the Gov 
crnment recognizes that whisky-selling and whisky-drinking 
are cvils, let them assume the business and minimize 
When a man pays twenty or thirty thousand dollars for a 
liccnse of which the public treasury receives only $450, he 
can be relied upon to make as much moncy as possible, to 
sell to women and minors, and to make his trade as great 
as possible. If the Government were to undertake the dis 
tribution of stimulants such as people imagine they require, 
without fhe element of profit-gathering, we could rely 
the old topers drinking themselves off and but few new 
ones boing created. As it now stands, brewers bid fiercely 
against cne another to obtain possession of the conscience 
ind trade of the man who ts foolish enough to 
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gist’s trade, yet I think I would pay a very liberal sum if the 
selling of drugs were surrounded by the limitations which 
pertain to the selling of liquor. 

Of course those who are trying to reform the stomachs 
and the habits cf the public urge that a license charge should 
be an offset to the harm done. If they be correct in this 
as no doubt they are, why showld not the sum charged bc 
sufficiently large to be an important element in the main- 
tenance of those eleemosynary institutions to which thy 
charitable are being continually asked to subscr.be? To on 
who looks at the thing entirely freed from pcrsonal inter 
ests or private prejudice, the whole licensing system seems 
to be wrong. Eliminate if ycu like what we call the temp- 
tation phase of numerous saloons, and we have simply a 
monopoly that puts the business in a few hands and turns 
the profits, fixcd at $450 a year, into the coffers of brewers 
men whose only stay is in the increased sale of that which 
the customers of the taverns think they need. The thing 
is thoroughly rotten and needs revision. Boys and girls 
should not be allowed, as they are under the present law. 
to go and buy liquor for their parents. There should be no 
order sy.t-m connected with the business at al!. The change 
in the law eff.cted by the absolute separation of the liquor 
store from the grocery did more for temperance in Toronto 
and the prevention of a flask being used as a bribe to the 
father or mother, than any preachment that has been done. 
If the houses are to be owned by the breweries, let them 
be put up for auction and the public receive the increased 
price. Now that there is so much interest in the revision 
of the license law. people should really sit down and think 
of the best reformatory methods, bearing in mind the very 
distinct separation between the drink habit and the cause 
of it. The high tide of sorrow and the low tide of vitality 
must necessarily contribute to the prevalence of the desire 
to pass ver some unhappy period in 
consciousness. 
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the outside of the bar egging cn the thirsty but innocent 
to spend more money than they can afford or to drink 


more than they can carry. 
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UDGMENT was given last weck in the divore: 
J case of Hartopp vs. Hartopp and Cowley. which has 
tor a month past provided legal and social circles in 
England with a highly seasoned t 
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for Hull. one of > wealthiest commoners of England, sued 
for divorce fror ife on the ordinary grounds, naming 
as co-re rl Cowley, a nobleman who was himself 
divorced 1897. The evidence was of very 





racy character, and though the jury dismissed both 
Hartopp’s petition and Lady Hartopp’s counter-petition 
virtually deciding that none of the charges of infidelity ha 
been proved ither side, the light thrown by this trial 
on the iners and morals of English “ high society” leave 
the impression that “darkest England” is not that section 


Booth has described. 
every form and variety appears to be 
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Hartopp has been a heavy better and loser on horse races 





and his father-in-law more t once has had to come t 
his rescue with loans. His wife laid and lost money on 
horses Chey both played cards for stakes which, in this 
country at least, would be considered high. In one letter 
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you not think it a most disgraceful thing for any 
propose to her husband that he should submit to be 
divorced for a sum of money?”—* Knowing Sir Charles. I 
do not think that I did.” (Laughter.) 
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judged from the way in which he had tr 

“ Did you think it ht to make proposal to him?” 
—‘T did not think it wrong then cording to the law 
of England, I now think it was.’ 

“You did not think of the Divine law?’—* I may hav 
changed my opinion since.” 

The niv fr al ¢ he Jory sd fec the ee > ene c } > 

e oniy moral to be de ed trom the case seems to be 


the very ancient truth that Satan finds mi-chief for idle 
hands to do, and that, as Mr. Justice Barnes pointed out 
people without other employment in life than the pursuit 
of their own pleasures are likely to do a great many thing: 




















for which industrious persons have neither time nor inclin 
ation 
** 5 

HE ult of the stigatio nt educationa 

T affa of Toronto by Mr. John Se High School 
ns tor tor Onta 1 tere report ren- 

d e Minister of Education, regre the duplica 
tion of work in the various schools, and advocating a re 
arrangement of the whole business Vhe Collegiate Insti 
tutes he finds overcrowded and insufficiently supplied with 
teachers, and he advocates that Teronto have four High 
Schools instead of three, the Technical School bei d 
to the present list. He would have one or more al 
High Schools, one devoted to commercial instruction, and 
the other to technical education. WI the whole thing 
being rearranged, if there were any really 
engage n the affair a High School either 
sipally devoted to fenMle education shi 
with which all the ladies’ colleges 
nduced to affiliate. The enormous number of girls and 


young women who are sent to 


primary education in boarding-schools, should be 


Toronto for more or less 
> miied 
supplied 
with a really good curriculum and with first-class teachers 
The present proprietors of such institutions now undertak 


ng the education of young ladies would find as much profit 


n -uperintending the residences eccupied by these young 
people and divided according to religion or cost, as they do 
now, while the benefit to the pupils would be vastly in 
-reased. It is all very well to affiliate the colleges and uni 
versities, but we should not be sat'sfied with this The 
great non-Catholic problem is the ecucation of young wo 
men Those in the confidence of cach denomination can 
eas provide residences for young lady pupils sent te 
ther n which, besides receiving a liberal Ontario High 
School education, they can obtain instruction in music and 
the accomplishments which are deemed necessary. To pr 

vice hool of housekeeping and domestic economics for 
local pupils and those who come from afar, would mean but 
i trifling expense. Toronto is endeavoring to be, and is, the 
great college center of Canada By taking a little pains 1 
the reorganization of the High Schools and the affiliation 
f ladies’ colleges with one of them, work conspicuously 
necessary could be done which would be of great profit to 
the city ‘and of untold benefit to the province and the coun 


trv at large 
—_———_s oe _____-——~ 
Mr. Snarle—I must say you're very 
Filen. Mrs. Snarle 
> 
you? 


difficult to pleas: 


How can you say © when I marrt 


was also present. Mr. J. A. 
daughter, Miss Kittie; Mr. and Mrs. Carru‘hers, Mr. and 


evening, as many of 
housewarming at the Flavelle residence in the 













TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 


Social and Personal. 

HE. Prisbytcri n Ladies’ College was on Friday 
evening the scene of a bright and exceedingly 
pleasant roun'on, when Mrs. McIntyre received 
tie .nvited guesis who tcok part in the annua, 
closing Christmas At Home. Mrs. MelIntyr. 


rec ived in the west drawing-room, very handsomely gowned 
in mouse grey. voile with pretty floating half sleeves of ac- 
e-rdicn ch.ffcn and applications of lace. 


Miss Patterson, in 
. . . . - e.. ° 

black, with a trimming of fine white Bru:sels lace; Mis 

Harrison and Miss McDougall were of the reception party. 


The college had quite a festal appearance, with plenty of 
holy and beau iful roses and palms. 
by the elders in listening to a very good programme ot! 
music and readings by some clever pupils, and by the young 
folks in dancing to the mu ic of the Italians, the dancers 
finding the long class-rcoms in excellent order for the 
dance, with a capital flcor. 
wih the fine looking and happy young students, and com- 
plimented the staff and the handsome lady’ principal upon 
the evident health and well-being of the students. 
always a strong fraternal interest shown in this college. evi- 
denced by the attendance of dign‘taries from other like 
institutions, and on Friday this attendance was remarkably 


good. 


The evening was spent 


The company were much struck 


There i: 


Mr. Burk cf Port Arthur, a!ways a jolly and genial 
friend of the college, was in his element, and Mrs. Burk 
Patterson and his bright 


Mrs. J. McKinnon, the bride looking very handsome in a 


light figured foulard; Mr. and Mrs. Matthew Riddell, Mr. 
end Mrs. 


and Mrs. 


O’Hara, Mr. znd Mrs. J. W. F. Harrison, Dr. 
Fisher, were ju-t a few of the many guests. 
Plenty of men, young and old, chatted or danced with the 


fair students, during intervals cf listening to the interest- 


ing programme in the drawing-rooms. Abcut eleven sup- 


per was the main interest, and was very nicely served in th: 
rifectery d-wns‘air:. 


Guests were drepping in all th: 
them hid first attended the grand 
Queen’s 


Park, and arrived full of descriptions of the palatial home 


and the good cheer and sweet music there. I do not re- 
member to have attended a brighter Christmas At Home at 
the college than that of last Friday. 


In fact these college 


clesings are becoming quite grand and stylish functions of 


te, very different from the informal and sometimes tire- 
some evenings outsiders went through years ago. 
* 

The College Rifle Corps and U.C.C. gave a very charm- 
ing dance to the young set on Friday evening, at which 
the not-outs wrested some of the laurels from this season’: 
radiant crop of debutantes. It often happens, indeed, that 
“little sister” enjoys a better time than her senior at U.C.C 
She is certainly always wild to go there. The dance wa 
held in the large Assembly Ha'l, and the college men had 
arranged some nice sitting-out rooms. Mrs. Parkin r-- 
ceived fer the hosts in a black sequined gown, and Mrs 
Crowdy looked very sweet in a pale voile gown over whit« 
slIk. Mrs. Jackson, the distinguished-looking wife of the 
housemaster, Mrs. A. A. Macdcenald, and the daughters of 
the principal, assisted in looking after the guests. D’Ales 
andro’s orchestra played for the dancers, and about eleven 
supper was served in the college dining-hall, at small tables 
the hall and corridors as well as the salle de danse being 
smartly decorated with appropriate designs. The dance: 
programmes were prettily embellished with the crest of th 
ifle Corps. In all the details of this dance, the care and 
‘indness of the young hosts were very pleasantly evident 
It was very well done. 

* 

A very jolly lunchecn was given for some of the debu 
tantes of this seascn in the Nile room at McConkey’s on 
Monday. Five tables w re arranged for the repast, and 

ttily decorated with white flowers and, holly, but th 
greatest attraction was the radiant laughing girls them 
selves. D’Alesandro’s harpers played during the luncheon 
The guests were Miss Mollie Waldie, Miss Adele Falcon 
bridge, Miss G'adys Hardy, Miss Muriel Barwick. Mis 
Emma Gilmour, Miss Frances McLeod, Miss Etta Taylor 
Miss Mary Mason, Miss Evelyn Ridout, Miss Jean David 
son, Miss Ethel Gocderham, Miss Ethel Perry, Miss G rt 

le Foy, Miss Florence Foy, Miss Carolyn Jarvis. Mis 
Grace Massey, Miss Janet Fuller, Miss Irene Britton, Miss 
Mcna Pyne and Miss Florince Cosbie. 
x 


ru 


Miss Maud Cameren of Somerset and Miss Ella Creigh 
ton cf Brantford will spend their holiday at sea, as they 
sailed last Saturday fcr England, from New York. Miss 
Creightcn is going to her fiance’s family on a visit. I h ar 

at the Misses Edth and Hilda Boul on and the Misse 
Strect are also going to Engitand. 
x 

\ pret y and novel idea for a souvenir of a pleasant re- 
union is the hand-pain ed Watteau bocklet, which McConke 
has imported from Paris. On one leaf the menu of the 
banquet is written, and the guests sign their names on the 
other pages of each other’s souvenirs. The little Watteau 
figurcs cn the cover are quite works of art, and the coloring 
is most dainty and delicate. 


* 


Mrs. Theo Coleman spent last week in town, on Christ- 
mas shopping intent, and returned to Copper Cliff on Sun- 
d:y night. ‘Toronto friends of this delightful woman regret 
that her visit was so short. 

* 

Mrs. Graham of Buffalo, who has been for some weeks 
at the Arlington, went to Buffalo on Saturday to spend the 
holidays. She will return to Toronto, I understand, about 
the middle of January. 

* 
Dr. James McLeed has been spending some time in 
sutfalo with relatives. I believe there is some prospect oj 


going to the States to practice later on. 


* 

The Misses Windeat have joined the artist group of which 
Mr. and Mrs. G. A. Reid were, I believe, the pioneers, when 
they built out beyond Indicn road. The Misses Buchai 
have taken the Windeat hcuse in Cecil street 

xk 
Mr Ba'cwin (nve Wilkes cf Thistledale), and Mr 


Baldwin, are home fcr a short visit and are spending th: 
; ' 


holidays at Th stledale 
* 
Miss Ethel Jones and Miss Muriel Burrows of Ortaw: 
Mrs. Patteson 
Mrs. Edward Jenes reccived many warm good wishes 


on her birthday anniversary on Saturday. 


are visitit 








Mr. Alan Sullivan was in town f r a few days last week 
Mrs. Sullivan and the wee girlie Kathlecn are very wel 
and staying at Camp E‘izabeth, New Ontario, for the win 


Mrs. W. R. Brock has sent cut cards for a,tea on De 
cember 30th, Tuesday week 

Mrs. W. H. B. Atkins is giving a young folks’ tea this 
afternoon, one of the many holiday events or the tapis 

Mrs. Fiske has asked some of her friends to Chudleigh 


tea this afternoon, “pour dire adieu,” previous to her 


leaving for Montreal 
Dr. and Mrs. R. A. MacArthur of Chicago are in town 


pending the festal season with Dr. MacArthur’s mother it 


Blocr street west 

Mr. Fred Sawers of Trini y Sch ol, P rt Hope. spent a 
few days in town last week 

Mr. and Mrs. Will Hess are expected in town for 
holiday visit I hear that Mrs. Joseph Read has not been 
very well lately. 

Mrs. St wart Gordon spending the helidays with her 
sister, Mrs. Hayter Reed, in Quebec 


Miss Ruth Fuller was seen cff ¢n Saturday afternoon by 
a scrrowing group of friends, who d: 


plore her desertion of 
r the fa ; 


nations of Gotham 
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Religious Thought in the Light of the Twentieth 
Century. os 


A Series of Sermons by Rev. J. T. Sunderland, M.A, of 
the Unitarian Church. 


VI—THE NEW THOUGHT OF SALVATION. 


ERHAPS no words are used oftener in Christian pu: 
pits and Christian litera ure than the word “saiva 
tion” and its cognates “saved” and “Saviour.” Tha 
these words stand for gr.at, important and p.rman 

ent realitics in connection w.th Christianity, fuw earnes 
persons will question. And yet it cannot be denied tha 
among thoughtful minds in nearly all churches there is i 
growing feeling that these wcrds are often given meaning 
which in our day are growing unreal, and only poorly har 
mcnize with either the intelligence or the best ethics o 
our time. In other words, a change of conception is be- 
ginning to appear in leading minds, not of one church only 
but of nearly all churches, as to what real salvation is, anc 
consequently as to how it is to be attained. It is this new 
this more real and more adequate salvation, which is beg n- 
ning to be demanded by the best minds of our day, of al 
religious connections, that I am to consider to-night. 

I take as my text the answer made by Jesus to the law 
yer who asked how he might secure eternal life, found ir 
Luke 10: 25-28: “A certain lawyer stood up and mad 
trial of him, saying, Master, what shall I do to inheri 
eternal life? He said unto him, What js written in th 
law? How readest thou? And he, answering, said, Thov 
shalt love the Lord thy God with all thy heart, gnd with a’ 
thy soul, and with all thy strength, and with all thy m'nd 
and thy neighbor as thyself. And he said unto ‘him, Thou 
ha:t answered right: this do, and thou shalt live.” Here 
we hhave a recognition of the fact that the true aim of sai 
vation is life; and that the highest life is only reached by; 
love—love to Ged and love to our fellowmen. 

We shall be able to understand best the new thought o 
salvation if we first notice briefly the cld, so as to get : 
clear basis for comparison and contrast. By the old con- 
ception of salvation I mean that which we have inherited 
not from Jesus, but from inferior teachers this side of Jesus 
—for the most part far this side of Jesus—that conception 
which finds expression in most of the creeds and theologies 
of the Christian world, and which is generally accepted 11 
the churches to-day. 











The Bellolian 
Piano Player 


The Bell Organ & Piano Co. beg to announce 
that they have perfected and placed on the market, 
the “Bellolian Piano Player.” It will play any 
piano—a child can use it—its expression is won- 
derful—it is the simplest and best piano player yet 
produced — it is not a copy nor is it like any other 
piano playing machine in existence—there is no 
clockwork about it to get out of order—it is a mar- 
vellously simple piece of workmanship, made en- 
tirely in Canada, and fully patented. The same 
high-class work that has made the “ Bell Pianos 
and Organs” famous is to be found in this Bellolian 
Piano Player. The price is $175 to everybody— 
come and examine it and play it yourself, no know- 
ledge of music whatever is required—you will be 
made welcome to test this wonderful machine at the 
Bell Piano Warerooms, 146 Yonge St., Toronto, 
or at any of the Bell Co.’s branches in Canada, 
England and Australia. 


According to this conception, the first man and woman 
from whem all mankind have sprung, were created some six 
thousand or so years ago, and placed in a Paradise garden 
There Satan, a fallen angel, or at least a being inimical t 
God, come to the inexperienced and innocent pair and p r 
-uaded them to eat of a certain fruit which they had been 
icrbidden to taste. By their disobedience they fell from 
their condition of holiness and happiness, all their unborn 
descendants falling with them. Thus the whole human race 
came under the wrath and curse of God, and were mad 
liable to everlasting perditicn. From this perdition there 
was no escape except by the mercy of God. But in Hi 
mercy He provided a means of escape, or salvation. fo 
such as could and would avail themselves of it. The plan 
was this: At the end of about four thousand years of time 
the Eternal Son of God, the second member of the Divine 
Trinity, would leave His p!ace in Heaven, come down to th 
earth, become incarnate in the person of Jesus Christ, ir 
Palestine, be born as a babe, grow up to manhood, preacl 
for a time to the people of Galilee, and Jerusalem that he 
was a Saviour, suffer crucifixion at the hands of enemies, b< 
buried, rise again, and be received back to Heaven. His 
death would be in scme way prcpitiatory and sacrificial; H: 
would take the place of men in such a manner as to pay 
their debt, and make it possible for God to forgive and save 
them. Such is called “the plan of salvation.” 

According to this plan, who are saved? Before the com- 
ing of Chrisi into the world a few were saved in Palestin 
of those who belonged to the chesen race cf which He wa 
to be born, and who, being miraculcusly informed before- 
hand of His coming, looked forward by faith to that even’ 
Since His coming such have been saved in various parts 
of the w rid as have ‘heard of Him and have accepted Hin 


and American manvfacturer’s profit. 
as their Savicur. The rest ef the world are lost. 
Just how does this plan cf salvation becoine available? 


= 
As already said, by faith. Precisely what this means, may I : ic FRONT ST. E. 


not be easy to say, but the most common statements ar¢ - 


that men are saved by “accepting Christ” as their ‘‘propiti 
McKENDRY & CO. 


aticn,” as their “sacrifice,” as their “atoning Saviour,” a 
Millinery and Costume Specialists 


cne who has “paid the debt they owe,” as cne whose “b!ood 
Silk Waists 


clcanses them from sin.” 

What is the object of this plan of salvation? It may 
have other cbjects that are secondiry or incidental, but, a 
already pointed cut, its great anc primary and all over- 

We do not know of a more acceptable holiday gift 
than a pretty Silk Waist. It is the proper time to buy one 
now. We make some of the handsomest garments it is 

possible to turn out, and at prices so reasonable that every- 
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Cut Glass 


We do our own cutting and there is 





no finer cut glass in America. 
In buying from us as well as securing 
the very best quality you save the duty 











fall cf cur first parents, and save as many of the human 
race as may avail themselves of its provision, from a hell oi 
cndless suffering, and give them admission to a heaven o 
eternal bliss. 

Such, then, in its essential features, is the conception o 
salvation which has long been dominant in Christendom 
In the light of the knowledge and the thought of to-day 
what is to be said about it? There is 10 denying that doubt 
abcut the reality of any such salvaticn is steadily growing 
n many minds. And the minds affceted by this doubt ar: 
not those of least intelligence; nor a-e they necessarily ir- 

vercnt or irreligious. On the contrary, the doubters ar 
for the most part men and women of knowledge, who ar: expense. 
esp-cially well qualificd to form a reliable judgment, and 


: 7 : ; and 228 Y¥ E 
many of them are persons of the most unquestioned piety. 226 ONGE STREET, TORONTO 


Scme of the reasons why the old ccnception of salvation = 


is breaking down are the fo lcwing: 
First. The primary postulate upcen which it is based i: aowers OF mas 
Cifts should be ordered 


more and more being adjudged to be a myth, and n«t a fact. 
The concepticn starts with the fall of Adam. It is the sup 
pos d fall of Adam, and of the race in him, that makes any now to insure 
seasonable 
attention. We have 
all seasonable 
varieties at 


hadowing cbject is to undo in par: the ruin caused by the 
one : hould be interested. 


Prices are $2.50, $2.90, $3.50, 
$3.90, $4.75, $5.00 and $6.50. 


in black and all colors in any size. 


Glad to send half a dozen to any point in Canada on 
approval. Keep what you require and return balance at our 
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such sal.ation as is con’emp'‘ated necessary or possible. If 
there was no Adam and no fall, then the scheme of salva 
ticn, based upon these, becomes simply a dream. Was 
here any Adam? Was there any fall? If there is anything 
which the science of the past fifty years has made certain, it 
is that the world has been in existence many millions of 
years; tht man was created not six th usand years ago 
but many times six thousand, and that he was not created 
in a high conditicn from which he fell, but in a very low 
conditi n, frcm which he has ris n. Thus men who think. 
end who have respect for facts, are simply driven to the 
cone usi-n thet the Gon sis story is not history, but, like 
the similar cosmolegical stories found in connection with 
oth: r saercd books and cther religions, is a myth or legend 

Sccond. The o'd conception of salvation involves a low 
and unwerthy id a cf Ged. Think of a God who could 
create a hell of endless torments and consign to it any 
senti nt beings. much lcss H's own children! Think of a 
God who ecculd do so menstrous a thing as to hang the 
cternal destiny of a world upon a single action of an inex- 
peri ne d pair, who had no more moral strength than chil- 
dren, and were no more capable of understanding the im- 
pert of what they were doing than children! A cone ption 
of salvation which represents God as doing such deeds con- 
demns i‘self. Intelligent mon inst’netively push it away, 
saying It belongs to a darker pat. It is time we laid i 
aside and movcd forward to concepticns of the 
charact r which ere higher and better. 

Third. The old ec ne ptien cf salvation is more and 
more coming to be looked upon as immoral It 
by putting the penalty ef their sins upon another 
the innecent suffer in the place of the guilty 
of this kind done between man and man in so 
us would seem to us shocking 
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hould say that the offierr had no right to ounish him. ae Co King & Vict - TOR 
f. oria Streets, ONTO 











received a ship- 


ment of new 
goods, including 
the latest pat- 
Divin ; : 
terns’ in Brass 
Kettles and 
Nickel - Plated 


Chafing Dishes. 


saves men 
It makes 
Anything 
society around 
Suppose it were known that 
n some prison the punishment of a guilty man had been 
put upon an innecent man, what an outery there would 
be! Evenaf the innocent man had consented to receive the 
punishment, would that sa‘isfy the public? We should al! 
1y that he had no right to cons nt. Or if he did, 





(Continued on Page Fourteen.) 
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UDSON SMITH HAWLEY, unimpressive 
in manner and unimportant in appearance, 
was reeve of Tamarack Township, popular 
on the side lines, and influential everywhere 

except in his home. Everyone called him Jud—“ everyone ” 

included his wife in this respect, though perhaps in no other— 
and even the schoolteacher and the preacher, when they 
enquired from the rapidly maturing son and daughter with 
regard to their father’s health, had never been known to call 
him “Mr. Hawley.” Sincerity, an absence of extreme views, 
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hain’'t goin’ to 






you, and your own son is goin’ to Manitoby if 
you keep runnin’ on him as you’ve been doin’. Emiline’s 
ready to marry the hired man even, ruther’n slave like she 
has to.” 

“Tt doesn’t seem as if the hired man quit because he had 
too much work to do, now does it?” interrupted Hawley 
mildly. “Seems ruther as if you’d sent him off because he 
was too sweet on Emiline. George don’t have to work half 
as hard as | had to when I was workin’ on your father’s rented 
farm. But then we needn’t bring up no old things ; every- 
thing’ll be all right to-morrer, for I know half a dozen fellows 


and a tendency to refrain from an expression of opinion, ; jist lookin’ for a chance to work some place where they'll git 


could hardly account for Jud Hawley’s popularity, though ina} 
rural community such characteri-tics almost invariably prevent 
a man from being widely disliked. For years it had been a 
rule in Tamarack Township for those about to die or to organize 
an agricultural exhibition, a mutual fire insurance company, a 
cheese factory, a creamery, or raise money to build a church 
or to present a purse to a departing pastor, to ask Jud Hawley 
to take charge of the cash. His wife was a Methodist. 
“Naturally he was a Baptist,” as he was wont to explain, 
“because his father and mother had been,” but he and his 


handiest.” In politics he admitted that there was much in 
his party which needed to be reformed, and he was always 
able to see much worth praising in the party to which he did 
not belong. Being a good judge of land, he had sold the poor 
farm his father left him and bought two hundred fertile acres 
on Pickerel Creek near where it emptied into the lake. His 
generous habit of helping his neighbors when they were hard | 
up by buying their best stock at reasonable prices, put him in 
possession of the best horses and cattle and sheep owned by | 
any man in the county. His wife’s ambition had taxed his 
resources to their utmost, not only in building an expensive | 
house, but in painting his barns and building wire fences which | 
were the envy of his neighbors and one of the solid comforts of 
his life. With all these advantages, so likely to cause a man 
to be disliked by his less fortunate neighbors, Jud Maotaets| 
popularity increased until it was reckoned that a tea-meeting 
was not a complete success unless he was there, and that 
every funeral was a failure when he was absent. 

After several days’ absence Jud had just arrived from 
town, where the county council had been holding its rst | 
meeting in the new year. Neither his son nor the hired man, 
who did not expect his return, was on hand to unhitch his| 
horse, but the task of attending to it himself in the winter 
twilight failed to ruffle his temper. With his little valise ] 
his hand he slipped quietly in through the kitchen doorway, 
his “Hullo, Easter,” sounding cheerfully through the large 
room in which an overheated and anxious woman was busily 
ironing the weekly wash. 

“Ts that you, Jud?” she snapped. 
“Yes, Easter. 
“Oh, they’re gittin’ your silly ways, runnin’ round after 


all kinds of fool things just as you do. Emiline’s gone over to 


help git ready for the tea-meetin’, and of course Mary Jane! more foolin’ away your time and 


had to go home ’cause her mother’s sick —terrible strange thing 
that the hired girl’s mother always gits sick on wash or ironin’ 
days.” 

“ Where’s George and the hired man? 
meetin’ too?” 

“George took Emiline over to the meetin’-house, but 
Hiram’s quit.” 

“Quit, has he? 
two weeks.” 

“If you’d stay home a iittle more and pay a little atten- 
tion to me and the fam’ly you’d’a’ seen that Hiram was makin’ 
up to Emiline, and no girl of mine’s ever goin’ to marry a hired 
man.” 

“You don’t say so!” exclaimed Jud, who was taking off 
his town shoes. “I never noticed it. Did he bed down the 
stock afore he went?” 

“ No, he didn’t; he went this afternoon. George said he’d 
git back in time to do the chores,” snapped Mrs. Hawley as 
she banged her iron down on the stand, ‘“‘and I want to tell 


Gone to the tea- 


How’s that? His month ain’t up for 


you I’m goin’ too if you don’t stay home an’ look after things. | 


I’m workin’ and worryin’ and :unnin’ the hull place while 
you’re round foolin’ your time away at funerals, weddin’s, 
county councils, and all them silly things. I’m wore out.” 

She did not look “ wore out,” a large, healthy and hand- 
some woman, not over forty-five, with an almost unwrinkled 
face, blazing brown eyes, and hair only sprinkled with gray. 

“It does seem kind o’ hard on ye, Easter. 
out and look after the stock.” 

“ Guess you'd better. George ain’t feelin’ any too sweet, 
and says he’s goin’ out to Manitoby if you don’t git a new 
hired man right off. You're terrible hard on George! Seems 
like as if you didn’t thick he had no soul, always keepin’ him 
workin’ and giindin’ while you don’t do nuthin’ but run 
round,” 

“Well, I didn’t fire the hired man, Easter. I'l try to git 
another one jist as soon as I can. Let the rest of the ironin’ 
go. Mary Jane can finish it to-morrer.” Nothing could 
disturb Jud Hawley’s cheerfulness. He took down the lantern, 
which had not been cleaned since he left home, lit it without 
remark, and went out to the barns. When he got back his 
wife Esther had supper ready and looked at him across the 
table with a red and angry face. 

“|’ve jist been makin’ up my mind, Jud Hawley, that I 


Guess I'll go 


Where’s the girls?” | Never no pay in nuthin’ you do; 








as good grub and pay as they do here.” 

“Yes,” snapped Mrs. Hawley ; “ you’re mighty careful to 
see your hired help gits good grub, but you never mind that 
I have to do the cookjn’.” 

“Well, Easter, Emiline helps you, doesn’t she? 
always keep a good girl to help you both.” 

“Jist like you. Girls don’t know nuthin’ and I have to 
do it all,” snarled Mrs. Hawley as she poured her husband a 
cup of tea. 

“Yes, Easter, it does seem as if we had to do it all 
ourselves, no matter how much help we buy—” 

“Yes, we have to do it all ourselves, and that’s me. 
With you always away I’m runnin’ hither and fro, half the 
time with no kindlin’ for the stove and things goin’ wrong.” 


And 1 


“Now, Easter, don’t git hot over it, for you know there | up for George and Emiline. 


work any more as | 


Ly we” J I’ve been. Here | 

a” ce - lm helpin’ milk cows, 
C7... et washin’ and ironin’, and 
ais bakin’ the bread, and feedin’ all 
- sorts of tramps that you bring 
round, while you’re always bein’ 
bearer at somebody’s funeral, goin’ | 

to cheese factory meetin’s, the township council, 
or runnin’ off to town as you’ve jist been doin’. 
I’m goin’ to quit. No hired man’ll stay with 
















] suppose, and have it all go to 
pot. That Wilson house on Center 
street ’d be an awful nice place 
for us, wouldn’t it? And I could 
give a big party for Emiline and 
git her out of the notion of likin’ 
Hiram.” 

An amused look came into 
Hawley’s eyes as he watched his 
wife and followed her disconnected 
thoughts. ‘‘ The county treasurer 
don’t git more’n a thousand dollars 
a year, but I guess you and me | 
could live on that and keep Emi. | 
line, with what would be comin’ 
from the farm in the way of aaa 
and things to eat.” 


“There you go, Jud Hawley, 
talkin’ about the farm as if George’d 
have to pay rent and keep us in 
First thing you know he'll be off to Manitoby 
and the farm’ll be runnin’ to weeds.” 

“Well, Easter, what would you have me do?” Jud asked 
reflectively as he knocked the ashes out of his pipe. “ Shall | 


town as well. 


3 


two-hundred-acre farm well stocked, and a handsome house 
well furnished, he was of course met by the usual “ There you 
go again, Jud. You think ’cause we’ve had to go through 
with that kind o’ thing that nobody’ll be any good unless 
they lay awake nights thinkin’ how they can pay interest on a 
mortgage.” 

The details of the transfer were left to “ Old-Man Mac- 
pherson,” the county’s solicitor, and an official with whom 
Jud had had many dealings during the time he had sat in-the 
County Council. Macpherson was not an old man, but he 
had an old head, and, though it was not generally recognized, 
a large heart. As soon as Jud was elected county treasurer 
he consulted with the county solicitor as to the bonds he 
would have to give, and frankly explained the situation. 

“It’s bad policy to give a boy a deed of the farm,’ 
remarked Macpherson in his direct and forcible fashion, ‘ but 
if the wife is determined, he must have it. 
peace for ye till he gets it. 


There will be no 
You will have to have bondsmen 
for twenty thousand dollars, and pope’lar as ye are, there are 
few willing to tak’ the risk. 
gage for that amount, covering any malfeasance in office or 
trouble of any kind that ye may get in, either in office or out 


Get the boy to give me a mort- 


of it, and I will go on your bond with him and you can give 
him the deed and that will make peace in your home. He 


take it or not?” needn’t know that he is signing anything more than the bond, 
“Why, take it, of course. I’m wore out drudgin’ here on | and he knows you well enough to have no fear of your conduct, 
the farm, and if now you've got a chance to git something for | but it may be very useful later on.” 
always bein’ smooth and meek to people, you don’t take it, The party for Emiline was duly given, and amidst the 
you'll have been wastin’ your time sure. How long is the] new surroundings she seemed to forget her tenderness for the 
appoin ment for? Life, hain’t it?” hired man in her newly developed affection tor her father, of 
‘Yes, the county treasurer can keep his place for life if he | whom she saw so much more than ever before. Mrs. Hawley’s 
behaves himself, and maybe if he runs round enough he’ll be passion for new dresses and company, however, increased day 
able to git something better.” by day. 
“Well, I’m glad that there’s some show of George gittin’ “You make me tired, Jud,” she said one night, after a 


a chance. Jist as soon as you git settled in your new-fangled 
office you can give the farm to George and he can git married. 
That'll kind o’ settle him.” 

“He can git married without me givin’ him the farm, 
Easter. 
but I guess you and me had better keep the deed, for offices 
even if they’re for life, are pretty ticklish things to rely on.” 

“There you go again, Jud Hawley! You won’t trust 
your own flesh and blood. No matter what happened, even if 
George had the farm, and he can’t marry that Wilkinson girl 
unless he has it, he’d always be good to you. 
to take chances.” 

“ George was comin’ home to do the chores to-night, was 
he?” enquired Jud as he prepared for bed. “I guess there’d 
have been some hungry stock if I hadn’t happened to git 
home— ” 


I hain’t afraid 


“There you go again. You do make me so hot,” shrilly 
retorted the tired woman ‘You think more about the stock 
and the chores than you do of George havin’a little pleasure. 
Young folks has got to be young and have their time. I sup- 
pose George found the Wilkinson girl at the tea-meetin’, and 
stayed He'd have attended to the chores after he got home 
even if you hadn’t been here. You seem to think that nuthin’ 
goes on without you. I never saw such a fool man. 
good to everybody but your own.” 

“Well, good night, Easter. 


Always 


I suppose you’re goin’ to sit 
I’m kind o’ tired; I’m goin’ to 


ain’t a man in Tamarack Township works harder on _ his farm | bed.” 


than I do, and we ain’t so bad off considerin’ how shiftless I 
am, accordin’ to your talk. 
poor land when father died, and I had to work out afore that. 
Now we've got two hundred acres of the best land in the 
county, best stock, best house, best barns, best fences.” Jud 
let his chin drop into the hand which was supported by an 
elbow resting on the table. 


mornin’.” 


“What, you!” exclaimed Mrs. Hawley, with unaffected 


surprise and contempt. 

“Yes, me, Easter. I kind 0’ 
seem to git along even if you don't 
think I’m any account.” 

“Any pay in bein’ warden?” 
demanded Mrs. Hawley with con- 
siderable eagerness. 

“No, jist a hundred dollars a 
year. I'll have to spend most of 
that givin’ the county eouncillors 
a dinner. But then it’s a kind 
of an honor; next best place to 
bein’ member of parliament.” 

“jist like you, Jud Hawley. 


jist a little honor ; jist more hitchin’ 
up; jist more runnin’ round ; jist 


lettin’ your farm and fam’ly go to 
rack and ruin. So old Jason Wil- 
liams ain’t warden no more, eh? 
There’s one good thing about it, 
Old Harriet Williams won't be 
lordin’ it round any more as wife 
of the warden. I'll have to have 
a new dress afore | can go out any 
place with you. I ain’t had a new 
dress in two years.” 

“ All right, Easter ; go and git 
a new dress,” observed her hus- 
band, as he pushed back his chair 
and went over and _ wiped his 
mouth on the roller-towel —before 
he went to the county council he 
would have used the table-cloth. 
“Only don’t rub it into me about 
neglectin’ you and the children, 
‘cause I don’t think about nobody 
else.” 

“Then show it by your actions, 
Jud Hawley,” snapped the irritated 
wo nan as she began to clear the 
table. “1 can’t be run by talk like 
the rest of the folks you have chasin’ 
round after you. I’m wore out.” 
| Jud lit his pipe and put his 
stockinged feet on the fender of the 
oven. 
you like to live in town?” 


“ Wore out, be you? How’d 





to live in town if we’d the means, which we never will have , been meekly yielded to by the popular but unaggressive Jud. | funerals. 


while you keep runnin’ round.” 


“Well,” said Jud reflectively, “the county treasurer tells | was to please his wife and to quigt the continual disturbance 
me he’s goin’ to resign this fall; gittin’ kind of old ; kind o’ | caused by her maternal anxiety to have George s*ttled. o 
I think the same vote | difference between the happy days when the children were | sand dollars a year sessional indemnity —” 

that elected me warden would probably make me county | small and the life he led since his son and daughter had 
treasurer if I doa little runnin’ round that you seem to object | imported new issues into domestic discussions, made him 


wants to quit havin’ work and care. 


i 
to so much.” 


“What'd you do with the farm?” demanded Mrs. Hawley, 
“Rent it, 


as she put the last of the tea dishes in the pantry. 


I had nuthin’ but fifty acres of 


“T hadn't thought to tell you that 
I’ve been elected warden of the county at the meetin’ this 


CHAPTER II. 


The end of the year saw Jud Hawley installed as county 
treasurer. Elected at the last meeting of the County Council, 
his retirement from the wardenship and his inducti»a nto the 
new position made him a prominent figure. The house in 
Center street had been bought and newly furnished, for Mrs. 
Hawley could not be satisfied after having been “ wore out ” 
with work on the farm, by anything except the most modern 
upholstery and the newest designs in kitchen appliances. Her 


e 
iH 
é 
% 
; 
fi 
a 





“HE SLIPPED QUIETLY IN THROUGH THE 





I'll give him a good show if he wants to git married, Fe you. 


little court-house and political coterie of the county town had 
left their hospitable board. “No matter how long you live you 

won't be nuthin’ better’n a farmer ready to hitch up and go 
| to funerals and tag round jist to have somebody shake hands 


that 
why won’t you 


Why don’t you take the nomination, seein 
they all want you to? You've got agoin’ now ; 
hitch up again and go to Ottaway ?” 

She looked amazingly handsome in her silk gown, cut 
low on her splendid neck, and Jud groaned to think of how 
| he had started this excellent housekeeper on a social career. 

“Tt’ll take money, Easter, and this North Riding is a hard 
place to fight. The party’s blamed willin’ to put up somebody 
to spend money, but it’s durn slow in payin’ any of the 
expenses. I’d jist like to see you in Ottaway, for there hain’t 
| a handsomer woman in the world than you are, Easter,” and 
| he laid his hand affectionately on her bare and well-rounded 
arm, “but I’d have to give up the treasurership, and you 
know we've given the farm over to George.” ie 

“Now, don’t you begin to talk about George as if he'd 
given you the worst of it,” she snapped, jerking her arm away 
from her husband’s kindly touch. ‘“ Politics has spiled you. 
You don’t trust nobody. There hain’t a better boy in the 

hull Dominion than George, and now that he’s married to the 
Wilkinson girl, little as I think of her, he’s settled down and 
we'll have a home no matter what happens. More’n that, 
we've got Emiline to git settled,’ and if we went to Ottaway 
she’d have a chance that she’s never had before.” 

“T don’t want any chance, mother,” protested the femi 
nine reproduction of the mild-mannered Jud. 
try to do things that we can't do. Dad'll have lots more 
chances for nominations. Let’s get kind of used to living in 
town before we try to go further.” 

Mrs. Hawley looked at her daughter with the same con- 
temptuous toleration with which it was her habit to regard her 
husband when any difference of opinion arose. ‘* You're jist 
like Jud, Emiline ; yittin’ more and more like him every day. 
The more foolish he gits the more silly you git. If it hadn't 
been for me we’d all be feedin’ pigs now instead of sittin’ here 

You'd 


“Don’t let’s 


with the county judge and the’ best people in this town. 


KITCHEN DOORWAY.” 


“What d’you mean, Jud? Got another silly scheme for’ unceasing clamor that the farm and all the furniture of the old | have been out pailin’ cows and skimmin’ milk, with no higher 
doin’ nuthin’ and puttin’ all the work on me? ‘Course I'd hke homestead should be turned over to the beloved George had | aim in life than runnin’ round with Jud to tea-meetin’s and 


I’m gittin’ wore out tryin’ to git you to do some- 


He felt that he was making a mistake, but his heart’s desire | thing.” 


unhappy. When he suggested that probably it would | 


start about half-way between where his father began and 


The 


“ How'd we make a livin’, Easter, supposin’ we went 
down to Ottaway? No farm, no office, no nuthin’ but a thou- 
“A thousand dollars a year indemnity! Well, that’s all 
you git now, Jud Hawley, and Ottaway hain’t no dearer to live 


ye | in than where we are. Do have some sense!” 


better for George and themselves if the young fellow had to | ——— sab si 


a Continued to page 15. 
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Social and Personal. 
- HE engagement of Mr. Cawthra Mu- 





lock, second son of Sir William and 
Lady Mulock, and Miss Adele Fal- 
conbridge is announced. 
* 


Old friends in Toronto, particularly 
Trinity men, will be glad to hear Christ- 
mas news of Rev. Cameron Nelles Wil- 
son, who is living now in Indianapolis, 
Ind., and sends his remembrances to his 
old friends here. 

* 

Miss Annie J. Proctor is spending the 
holidays in Ottawa, the guest of Mrs. J. 
Carling Kelley. 

a 

Mr. F. X. McGee leaves town next week 
for Cobourg, where he will spend a fort- 
night visiting friends. 

* 


Mrs. E. R. C. Clarkson of Avenue road 
was the hostess of a very enjoyable 
dance on last Friday evening. The din- 
ing-room, hall and drawing-room of the 
Clarkson residence were arranged for 
dancing, and the Italian orchestra played 
for the dancers. Beautiful flowers de- 
corated the house. The hostess wore a 
handsome dress of black grenadine, 
mounted on deep pink, ornamented with 
trimmings of jet, and held a bouquet of 
white roses. Miss Olive Clarkson wore 
a becoming gown of white embroidered 
chiffon, veiling white, and carried a 
bouquet of pink roses. Supper ‘was 
served in the breakfast-room and smok- 
ing-room on small tables, with carna- 
tions of different colors for floral adorn- 
ment. The guests present included Miss 
Mabel Leather and the Misses Bland of 
Hamilton, Miss Elsie Keefer, Miss Mur- 
iel Massey, Miss Maud Cowan, Miss 
Grace Cowan, Miss Muriel Smith, Miss 
Evelyn Falconbridge, Miss Adele Fal- 
conbridge, Miss Olive Matthews, Miss 
Mary Miles, Miss Eva Miles, the Misses 
German, Mr. Edward Hamber, Mr. Jack 
Rolph, Mr. Harold Baldwin, Mr. Dudley 
Dawson, Mr. Frank Matthews, Mr. Har- 
old Wyley, Mr. F. Baillie, Mr. J. Baillie, 
Mr. 8. Trees, Mr. C. Pepler. 

x 


One of the prettiest weddings of the 
season was celebrated at Holy Trinity, 
when Mr. Edward Currie was married to 
Miss Adelaide Victoria, eldest daughter 
of the late Mr. James A. Campbell. The 
Rev. John Pearson performed the cere- 
mony... The church, which was brilliant- 
ly lighted, was decorated with sugges- 
tions of Christmas, the chancel being 
done in white flowers and palms. Mr. 
Blackburn, organist of the church, ren- 
dered some suitable wedding music. 
The bride, who was_ given away 
by her’ brother-in-law, Mr. Har- 
ry Briggs, wore a handsome gown 
of cream broadcloth, with Escurial 
lace applied alternately with rows of 
faggoting, the coat being ornamented 
with elaborate pearl buttons inlaid with 
gold. Her hat was composed of eream 
velvet foliage and stone marten fur, and 
she carried a muff of chiffon, lace and 
marten tails. The bridesmaids were Miss 
Pugh and Miss Currie, who wore frocks 
of cream voile, trimmed with lace, and 
hats of lace, feathers and mink. They 
carried bouquets of cream roses. Mr. 
Neal Shearn of New York was best man, 
and Mr. M. McKim, Mr. Lyman Camp 
bell and Mr. Monroe were the ushers. 
After the ceremony. a reception was held 
at the residence of the bride’s sister, Mrs 
Harry Briggs, 119 Tyndall avenue, and 
later on Mr. and Mrs. Currie left for 
New York, whence they will go to Ber- 
muda for six weeks, on their honeymoon. 
The bride traveled in a suit of brown 
with a square hat, composed of mink 
and feathers, and wore a sealskin coat, 
the gift of the groom, who also present 
ed her with some handsome jewelry. The 
groom’s gifts to the bridesmaids were 
pearl fleur-de-lis, and to the best man 
and ushers, tie pins set solidly with 
pearls. 

” 

Mrs. Irving Walker is spending the 

winter in California. 
















Mr., Mrs. and Miss Sifton went down 
to join a tamily party at the residence 
of the Minister of the Interior for Christ- 
mas. 


The annual Christmas meeting of the 
Harbord Alumnae will be held in St. 
George’s Hall on Monday evening, De- 
cember 29, at eight o’clock. Each mem- 
ber is expected to wear a token repre- 
senting a flower, fruit or vegetable. 


Mr. and Mrs. F. C. Williams moved 
last week to their new home in Elgin 
avenue. Mrs. Williams will hold her 
post-nuptial reception after the New 
Year. 

* 

Mrs. Badgley, Miss Badgley and Miss 
Gladys Badgley of Avenue road left last 
week for Colorado Springs, Col., where 
they expect to spend the winter. 

cs 


Mr. Roy McEachren of 72 Coneord ave 
nue has returned from a three months’ 
holiday trip to the North-West, during 
which he was the guest of Mrs. J. W. 
Leonard of Winnipeg and Mrs. J. W. 
Macdonald of Emerson, Manitoba. 

if 

A very pretty house wedding took 
place at the residence of Mr. C. H. Big- 
ger, Rose avenye, last Thursday after 
noon, at 3 o’clock, when Miss Florence, 
his daughter, was married to Mr. W. M. 
Floyd, the Rev. John Neil performing, 
the ceremony. The wedding guests were 
only the very near relatives of both 
parties. A reception was held a short 
time after the ceremony, from four to 
six o’clock, when a very large number of 
friends offered their congratulations. At 
3} p.m. the bride, attired in white silk, 
with Brussels net veil and orange blos 
soms, carrying a bouquet of white carna 
tions, entered the beautifully decorated 
drawing-room on her father’s arm, pre- 
ceded by the bridesmaid, who was dressed 
in bisque muslin, carrying pink carna- 
tions. The groomsman was Mr. P. Camp- 
bell. The ceremony took place in a 
bay window, surrounded by palms. The 
chandeliers were tastefully decorated 
with holly and smilax, and the pink and 
green shaded lights shed a pretty, soft 
vilow on the scene The bride’s mother 
wore black voile with lace trimmings. 
Che groom’s mother was gowned in 
black silk with sequin trimming. Among 
the guests at the wedding were Mr. and 
Mrs. Frank Floyd, Mr. and Mrs. Stanley 
Floyd, Rev. J. Neil and Mrs. Neil, Mz 
ind Mrs. P. H. Sims and Miss Bella Sims, 
Mr. Wall and Miss Wall of Rosedale, 
Miss Hall, Judge McGibbon, Mr. CC, P 
MeGibbon, Miss MeGibbon of Brampton, 
Miss Wissler of Elora, Miss Eva Bigger 
of Oakville, Mr. Perey Campbell and Miss 
Campbell of Ontario street. After the 
ceremony a dainty dejeuner was served 
and several toasts were proposed and re 
sponded to, after which the reception 
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took place, the bride’s and groom’s moth- 
ers assisting the newly-married couple. 
The young ladies helping to attend to 
the wants of the numerous callers were 
Miss MeGibbon of Brampton, Miss Eva 
Bigger of Oakville, Miss Campbell, Miss 
Annie Hall and Mrs. Stanley Floyd, a 
bride of a few months, who' was greatly 
admired. The Italian orchestra dis- 
coursed sweet music during the after- 
noon. The groom’s present to the bride 
was a gold watch and chain, and a sable 
muff; to the bridesmaid, a lovely ring 
with pearls. The presents were very nu- 
merous and handsome, including a num- 
ber of cheques from relatives, showing 
the high esteem they are both held in by 
their many friends. Mr. and Mrs. Floy« 
left on the evening train for a trip to 
Buffalo and Rochester. On their return 
they will reside in Tranby avenue. 

Miss Victoria Muldrew of New York 
is the guest of her sister, Mrs. F. B. Al- 
lan, 410 Markham street. 

* 


Mrs. J. A. Van du Voort of Toronto 
will be a guest of her daughter, Mrs. 
George J. Bryson, 205 McLaren street, 
Ottawa, during the holiday season. Mrs. 
Van du Voort has many friends in Ot- 
tawa, who will be very pleased to meet 
her during her stay in the city. 


Friends of Mr. Ge Bruenech will 
be glad to hear of his well-being. He 
spent Christmas at Port Stanley, Falk 
land Islands, and left yesterday for Chili, 
Peru, Panama and Mexico. His trip is 
proving gloriously interesting. 





Mrs. Arthur Bryce received on Thurs- 
day afternoon in her pretty home, 16 


Isabella street. Tue bride was assisted in | 
the drawing-room by her sister, Miss | 
Coxwell, and Mis= Daisy Bryce, while 


| 
Mrs. Thomas Bryce and a bevy of maid- } 
ens attended in the tea-room. The house | 
was beautiful with flowers, green and | 
white prevailing. In the evening Mr. | 
and Mrs. Bryce entertained in honor of | 
the assistants of the afternoon at a 
euchre party, at which about thirty per- 
sons were present. 

® 

Mrs. Howard Williams and her son 

Frank, of 504 Parliament street, are 
spending the winter with Dr. R. C. Wil- 
liams of Brooklyn, N.Y. 

* 


The big event for the first week in the 
New Year will be the Argonauts’ dance, 
on January 6, in the Temple ballroom. 
The boys are working to make every- 
thing unusually nice at this dance, and 
it will be, no doubt, a huge success. 

- 

The various regiments have quite a 
rivalry in the beauty and “chic” of their 
Christmas and New Year’s greetings. 
The non-coms. have also come into the 
competition this season, A very neat 
and well-gotten-up card of greeting has 
reached me from the sergeant-major and 
sergeants of the Royal Grenadiers. 

s 


The Lend-a-Hand Mission, 641 Queen 
street east, is at its usual beneficent 
and helpful work, sending Christmas 
baskets and New Year’s gifts to those in 
need, I regret very much that the secre- 
tary was too late with a reminder to me 
for mention last week, but hope the 
readers of “Saturday Night” who have 
not sent in toys, clothes, provisions or 
cash will remember the  Lend-a-Hand 
Mission in time for New Year next week. 

* 


Mr. Frank Jones has just published 
an Ave Maria, with Latin and English 
words, which will appeal to a great many 
hearers for simple beauty and a great 
deal of possible effect under competent 
rendering. It is for rather high soprano 
or tenor, the most suitable of voices for 
the delicate and spirituelle arrangement. 


At Shea's Next Week. 











There will be a lot of new acts at} 
Shea’s next week, and, as the entire bill 
appears to be one of the best of the sea- 
son, there will probably be a large at 
tendance. A special matinee will be giv- 
en on, New Year’s day. Papinta, the 
greatest of all fire dancers, will be a spe 
cial feature for the week. There are 
many dancers, but none as good as Pa 
pinta. To produce the effects required 
tor her various dances she carries a car 
load of mirrors, electrical goods, ete. 
Hines and Remington, in “Miss Patter of 
Patterson,” have a novel character skit 
that is full of good laughing material 
They are two clever people, and will be 
one of the hits of the bill. Their rapid 
lire jokes are always fresh and sure to 
please. Eva Mudge, the “Military Maid,” 
will be seen and heard. Her rapid 
changes of costume will attract the eye 
and her catchy songs and strong, fresh 
voice will please the ear. Many a young 
woman who has kept her escort waiting 
while she made her toilet can learn a 
lesson in quick changes from Miss 
Mudge. The Mason-Keeler Company will 
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OTICE is hereby given that the partner 

oie heretofore existing between W. J, 

E._ Dillabough and Robt. B Henderson, 

as Usteopatnic Physicians, was termi- 

nated on the 10th day of December, by mutual 
consent. All acc’ unts due said firm are to be 
paid to Robt. B. Henderson, who assames the 
obligations of the firm, and who wiil continue 
the practice here. W. J. EK. Dillabough will 


continue the practice at 168 Kent St., London, 
Ootario. 788 


OSTEQPATHY 


ROBT. B. HENDERSON, D.O. 
48 Canada Life Building King St. West 


Consultation Hours, 11 to 12 a.m. daily. 


1,30 to 3 p.m., Satur ays excepted. 
Or by Appointment. 

All treatments given by appointment, either 
at this office, at the residence on Spadi a Ave., 
or «t your own home. 

Our practice during the last three years in 
this city has been ma ay. confined to all forms 
of socalled incurable diseases, giving special 
attention to female diseases and diseases of 
the nervous system. 

We accept cases only after a most careful 
examination, and you may exp ct an honest, 
con-cientious opinion on your case. 

We use neither drug nor knife, simply cor- 
rect abnormal anatomical conditions, and 
nature unimpeded accompli-hes the cure. 


Litera‘ure Sent on Application. 
Office Telep ore M 3642 
Resid nce Telephone M 2496 89 
a 








By this plan a 
face of the policy. 





Table Glassware 








A complete assortment of 


WINES, 
TUMBLERS, 
DECANTERS, 


etc. Seven stock patterns to select from. 


Dinner, Tea and 
Breakfast Sets 


In the new designs, 


WILLIAM JUNOR 


88 WEST KING ST., TORONTO. 














be seen in the “Smart Set” story, 
“Hooked By Crook.” ‘There are three 
clever people in the act, which is set in 
a bachelor’s apartments. The sketch is 
new in Toronto, and the lines tell a capi- 
tal story. Dan Sherman and Mabel De 
Forest will be seen in a screaming come- 
dy skit entitled “The Last of the Regi- 
ment, or the Battle of San Dago.” Sher- 
man is a good comedian, and there is 
sure to be plenty of fun while he is on 
the stage. Franco Piper will juggle ban- 
jos and also play them. He is a recent 
arrival from the other side, and is said 
to be very good. The Harmony Four, 
composed of a quartette of young men, 
are said to have a lot of fun in their 
skit. There will be new views in the 
kinetograph. 


Weathered Oak Writing Tables. 
Weathered Oak Foot-stools. 
Drawing-room Fancy Chairs. 
Book Racks In We.thered Oak. 
Etc., Ete., 





time. Address— 





Canadian Invention 
Canadian [Manufacture 


MANUFACTURERS 





DENTIST 
Ss 144 Yonge Street 


Over B. & H. B. Kent’a. 


ALD. J. J. WARD, 


who advocates a reduction in the num- 
ber of aldermen. 


i903 Rowley’s Art Calendar isos 


Mounted on a heavy pebbled card, 814x7, are three Angora kittens, photographed from 
life, with a bow of green bebe ribbon above and a neat little calendar in one of the lower 
corners. If you cannot visit the studio, one will be sent to you (post-paid) for 30 cents. 

Toronto Saturday Night says: 


‘*E. J. Rowley, Photographer, 435 Spadina Ave. 


LEBAB EES IN roe epemie U RE 


Heavy shipments of beautiful holi- 
day goods reached us too late for 
| Xmas selling and enable us to offer 
2 exceptional values to those who 
“¥ have postponed their buying until 
! [- after the rush. 

| INCLUDED ARE 


Co!onial Bookcases, in three sizes, with leaded glass doors. 
$19.65, $24.30 and $42.30. 





The Chas. Rogers & Sons Co., Limited, 


97 YONGE STREET 


$1.10 GREAT CLUBBING AND PREMIUM OFFER 


© 
Collar, or a Stamped Linen D-iley, 9x9inchesius.ze. This 
SL; i one of the ercatest cluvb ng a.d premium offers ever 


For $1.10 we will send you for one year 


HOME NEEDLEWORK na the 
MONTREAL FAMILY HERALD AND WEEKLY STAR 


Be-ides mailing, free of charge, a handsome Stamped Linen 


made by the Corticelli 8ilk Company, an1 all lovers: f art 

needlework, « ecore crochet and home decoration should 

take adva: tage of the opportunity thns ffered at once. 
Corticelli Home Needlework has beea enlarged to the staudard magazine tize, and the 
January number, wi ica will be mailed to sub-cribers +hortly, is a book tha" should be on 
every lady's work-iable. Order promptly, as vhis unparalleled offer m .y be withdrawoa at any 


CORTICELLI SILK COMPANY, Limited, P.O. Box 311 Q., St. John’s, P Q. 








I do any kind of painting that can be 
done in the very best way and at the 


Your privilege to ask for, ours to show. 


LINOTYPE COMPANY 


156 ST. ANTOINE STREET, - MONTREAL Meuse—3775 


55 VICTORIA STREET. - - TORONTO 








DR. C. J. RODGERS | The “ RIGGS” Dental Offices | roxscain is 


TEMPLE BUILDING, 


Specialists in High Class Dentistry. 


December 27, 1902 


- 


. 
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FOR 


“For simple beauty and effectiveness it is unique.” 


A NEW PLAN. 


The Manufacturers’ Life Insurance Company are offering a new plan of 


insurance —a guaranteed investment plan—which overcomes every objection to 
the ordinary tontine method of accumulating profits during an extended period. 


peper-holder can borrow all the premiums after the fifth, and should he die between the 
tenth and the final year of the investment period, all th» premiums paid after the tenth will be returned with the 


A post-card giving your age next birthday will bring you full information. Address— 


THE MANUFACTURERS’ LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY 
HEAD OFFICE—TORONTO. 








Belated Arrivals 


OF 


Scarce Goods 


IN 


Fancy Furniture 


Fancy Cabinets, in several choice designs. 

| $9.00, $12.50 $20.00, up to $85.00. 
| Children’s Tables and Chairs. 

| Fancy Tea Tables. 

| Music Cabinets. 

| Easy Chairs in Leather. 

Mission Chairs and Rockers, Etc., Etc. 








$1.10 







Lovers 
of the 


Antique 


They find a feast of good things at 
B. M. & T. Jenkins. We have just the 
things in furniture that mark the differ- 
ence between a commonly furnished and 
a cleverly furnished home. 


Fine Old Colonial Furniture 





Canadian OLIVER Typewriter Painting Old China— Old Pewter — Old Copper 


Curious Old Brass 
| ee eet nee nen ne 


eon dente "ete bane Rare old Chippendale pieces, in chairs, 
raining and decorating, too. | tables, sideboards, settees, secretaries— 


The latter is my specialty, and if you | j Safes 
will entrust your next order to me I will in all, the most unusual and satisfying 
give you satisfaction, 


collection on the continent. 


MES, ONEARN |B ML, & T. JENKINS 


a 422 424 YONGE STREET 


TORONTO, ONT. 
BRANCHES—Mentreal. London and Birmingham. 
The Royai Crest Dressing is unex- 
celled for furniture, pianos or woodwork 

of any kind. We recommend it. 





Bay Street. 
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Count 


Curtains 


Sultings 
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Curtains 


December 27, 1902 





TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 











IMPORTERS 


Household Linens 
Counterpanes Blankets 
Cretonnes  - Flannels 
Sheetings 
Silk and Wool Gowalngs 
Mantles 
Tailored Suits Walking Skirts 


Traveling Wraps Rugs and Shawls 
Shirt Wals's Gloves 
Handkerchiefs 
Cambric Underwear Corsets Underskirts 
Hoslery and Underwear 
Scottish Clan and- Family Tartans 
Laces Trimmings Ribbons 


MILLINERY 


Dressmaking and Ladies’ Tailoring 


Sultings 


Established 1864 


JOHN CATTO & SON 


King Street—opposite the Post-Office 
TORONTO, CANADA. 





Bring Your Eyes 


ToUs 
To Be Examined. 


We have been very successful in 
our work of caring for the eye- 
sight. Our methods and equip- 
ment are the latest and best. 

We fit and adjust glasses to suit 
and help any eye. 

—Eyes examired. 


THE CULVERHOUSE OPTICAL CO., 


LIMITED, 
Consulting Opticians, 


74 YONGE STREET, TORONTO 


A Merry Xmas 


10 OUR PATRONS 


We have satisfied you in the 
old year. 

We are prepared to more 
than satisfy you in the NEW 
YEAR 
~ Let us contribute to the hap- 


piness of your NEW YEAR. 





~ 


THE HOOPER co. 


43 KING STREET WEST 
Branch—467 Bloor St. West 


’Phone—Main 536. 
’Phone—North 2297. 


PRESCRIPTIONS 


ANDREW JEFFREY 


Cer. Carlton and Yonge Streets 
Terente 

































By Appointment Caterers to His 
Excellency the Governor-General. 


WEBB’S 


Christmas 
Cakes 


are of the fine:t quality, covered 
with almond icing and handsomely 
decorated. We ship them safely by 
express to all parts of the Dominion. 


Catalogue Free. 


The HARRY WEBB Co. 


LIMITED 


447 YONGE STREET 
TORONTO 





















Social and Personal. 


Mr. and Mrs. Charles Archibald of 
Halifax and their only daughter, Miss 
Georgina Archibald, of Halifax, came 
down this month to spend some time in 
Toronto for the benefit of Miss Archi- 
bald’s health. They have interests in 
our city which are particularly strong at 
Christmastide, as their two sons, Dr. 
Thomas Archibald and Mr. Archibald of 
the Bank of Nova Scotia, are residing 
here. Mrs. Archibald, who is one of the 
coterie of Hellmuth College girls many 
of whom are settled here, has ‘been quite 
absorbed in the care of her daughter, 
who is in the General Hospital, and has 
scarcely seen any of her old friends. On 
one day last week Mrs. McLeod of St. 
George street, another acquisition from 
Halitax whom Toronto much appreciates, 
gave a smart luncheon for Mrs. Archi- 
bald. 

















* 






Mr. and Mrs. Coulson are enjoying a 
visit from their son, Mr. Harry Coulson, 
of Montreal, who is down for the holiday 
season. Mr. and Mrs. Coulson have a 
fine son up in Copper Cliff, in a bank, 
who has found friends in Dr. and Mrs. 
Coleman in that arid region, and Mrs. 
Coulson is one of the many mothers who 
have a warm spot in their hearts for the 
kindly doctor and his talented wife, on 
account of hospitality so freely offered 
to their boys, so far from home. 






* 


Mr. Hamilton Harman is this week the 
guest of the Misses Merritt. Mr. Allen 
Case has’ been ordered to Essex, and 
leaves tor his new post on Monday. 


* 





Mrs. Young and Mrs. Tidswell of 
Hamilton, who have been guests at Yea- 
don Hall, have returned home. Mr. and 
Mrs. Cawthra had a delightful Christmas 
dinner, at which beside their own home 
circle several of their friends were in- 
cluded in their always charming hospi- 
tality. 


* 





Mr. and Mrs. Stephen Haas, who have 
made most extensive additions to their 
home. in Madison avenue, entertained a 
large family party on Christmas. Many 
loving thoughts and words went to sweet 
Mrs. Alan Sullivan, always the cherished 
pet of this party. 






Miss Honor Clayton is to visit friends 
in town for some time. I understand 
she arrives to-day. 

* 





Flying visits are being paid to Toronto 
these days by persons desiring something 
extra nice in the way of Christmas boxes 
for their dear ones. One sees bright, 
busy faces, hears cries of “Oh! how are 
you? Just down .for a day’s shopping,” 
and the visitor passes on, too busy to 
gossip or pause. On Monday, Tuesday 
and Wednesday several well-known so- 
ciety folk refused with adamantine firm- 
ness the hurried invitation to luncheon 
with some good friend at their homes, on 
plea of lack of time, and then put in an 
hour and a half in the smart lunch-room 
down town, trying to secure something 
to eat there, while the Canadian Club, 
two hundred and twenty-five strong, a 
ladies’ luncheon party of twenty-one 
covers, an informal jolly party in the 
Rose room, and those “naughty but nice” 
little tete-a-tete luncheons in the various 
private rooms, were all on the hands of 
the staff. The Canadian Club is already 
finding its new banquet hall none too 
large, and had a record luncheon on Mon- 
day. Dr. Goldwin Smith spoke, and his 
welcome was the most spontaneous testi- 
mony of his place in the hearts and 
minds of Young Canada. 

* 

The “wees” are to have a lovely time 
at Mrs. Fred Gooch’s on next Tuesday 
evening. The cards from Master and the 
Misses Gooch have delighted many a 
small heart. The party is to be from 
half-past four to nine o’clock. 


I believe there will not be the usual 
“New Year tea” at Stanley Barracks this 
season. The officers are, I understand, 
thinking of giving a dance later in the 
new year. 

x 

Mrs. Lawrence Cosgrave’s reception at 
McConkey’s on next Tuesday afternoon 
will be a large and smart affair. It is 
said that Mr. Cosgrave is one of the 
latest possibilities for a senatorship. 
Mrs. Cosgrave is a handsome and cour- 
teous hostess, and will have for the first 
time the assistance of her debutante 
daughter, one of the prettiest and most 
unaffected of this year’s beauties. 

a 


Mr. and Mrs. G. R. R. Cockburn had 
their usual family party at a charming 
dinner on Christmas day, and also sev- 
eral friends, who much prize this festivi- 
ty and enjoy a jolly evening with a per- 
fect host and hostess. 

aa 


Mrs. Brock gives a holiday tea next 

Tuesday afternoon. 
* 

Miss Margaret Caudwell, Miss Hoskin’s 
guest, has returned home for the festive 
season. 

” 

The accident by which handsome Mr. 
Cook of Dowling avenue has been laid 
hors de combat with a broken bone is 
most regrettable, especially at this jolly 
season. 

o 

The president of the Male Chorus Club 
entertained the club at a delightful sup- 
per on Monday evening in the parlors of 
the Victoria Rink. The only guests not 
members of the club were Mr. Wilson 
Smith and Mr. MeMurrich, past presi- 


A. E, AMES & CO. 


BANKERS 
18 King St. East, Toronto 


Members of the Toronto Stock Exchange. 





Execute orders for the purchase and 
sale of: 


INVESTMENT SECURITIES, 
GOVERNMENT, MUNICIPAL 
and CORPORATION BONDS. 


Receive deposits and allow interest 
at Four per cent. 


Transact a General Financial Business, 





dent. 


seventy members were guests, was most 
enjoyable. 
reminiscent and prophetic, were made, 
and the whole affair was much enjoyed 


been some time an inmate of St. John’s 
Hospital, hopes to be well enough to re- 


young people’s dance for her son Gerald 
on next Friday evening, January 2, 1903. 


ily party at Barnstable for. Christmas. 


anxiety for several years for this father 


vice and renewed service in South Africa. 



















































































Sverything was well done, under 
the orders of so experienced and knowing 
a host, and the affair, at which some 


Interesting speeches, both 















by all. 


* 


Miss Dora Murphy of Innisfil, who has 


turn home next week. 
* 


Mrs. Larkin of Elm avenue is giving a 


a 


Mr. and Mrs. Elmsley had a jolly fam- 


Mr. Basil Elmsley, who is in Ottawa, 
came down for the holidays. This is, 1 
fancy, the first Christmas quite free from 


and mother, as Captain Elmsley has 
missed several Christmases while on ser- 


* 


Mr. Crowdy and Mrs. Crowdy (nee 
Keefer) and Miss Bessie Keefer went 
down to Ottawa this week for the holi- 
days. Mr. and Mrs. Alee Cartwright are 
also in Ottawa, where they went on 
Wednesday, and are with Mr. Cart- 
wright’s parents, Hon. Sir Richard and 
Lady Cartwright, who do not, of course, 
live in Kingston, as stated elsewhere, 
but have a fine home at the Capital. 

* 


Next Monday evening Mrs. Macpher- 
son of Hamilton will give a dance at the 
Royal, and several Toronto friends are 
arranging to go up to it. 

* 

Amongst those who have become occu- 
pants of those pretty houses recently 
built in Elgin avenue are Mr. and Mrs. 
Frank Baker, who have taken No. 36. 
Mrs. Baker will receive on the first and 
third Fridays. 















* 


“L’Alliance Francaise” had a most in- 
teresting meeting last Saturday week. 
Monsieur Masson gave a conference on 
Dumas (grandpere), Monsieur Rochereau 
de la Sabliere sang and Madame Rose 
read a little Christmas tale by Francois 
Coppee. 

* 

Mrs. Gordon A. Brown has moved 
from Givens street to her new home, No. 
64 Tranby avenue, and will receive on 
the first ‘and third Fridays after the New 
Year. 

* 


Mr. and Mrs. Matthews of Pembroke 
street are welcoming home their son, Mr. 
Frank Bowden Matthews, who, after two 
years’ residence in Boston, has come to 
Toronto to reside. Mr. Matthews is as- 
sociated with his father in business. 

* 

A very beautiful miniature of the late 
Mrs. Bacon, mother of Mrs. W. J. Mitch- 
ell of St. George street, has been painted 
my Miss Beatrice Sullivan, who has done 
a perfect subject full justice. 





Mr. Tellit on Higher Education. 

so T is positively astonishing,’ de- 
clared Mr. Tellit, who had his 
nose buried in the paper. 

“What is?” asked Mrs. Tellit, who was 
embroidering red forget-me-nets on a 
sofa-pillow. 

“Why, this statement in the paper!” 

“What? That advertisement that 
Ickleheimer & Murphy will sell sixteen 
yards of baby ribbon for six cents from 
vine-thirty to ten o’clock to-morrow 
morning?” 

“Uch!” 
Mr. Tellit. 

“Well, then, is it that announcement 
that Smoothe & Slique are going to have 
their annual fire sale next Tuesday?” 

“No; and it isn’t that one about 
‘Wanted—Well-educated lady with light 
hair and ten thousand dollars to corres- 
pond with A. B. C., this office. Object, 
matrimony, ” snorted Mr. Tellit. “Don’t 
you know what is in the papers?” 

“Why, I’m sure I read the paper all 
through before you came home this even- 
ing, and I am going down town in the 
morning to get——” 

“Huh! Do you have an idea that ail 
the papers are printed for is to let some 
fool woman know that she can get two 
cans of sorry tomatoes for eight cents 
and a bale of cotton batting for three 
cents and a sway-backed chair for eight 
dollars and ninety-nine cents?” 

“Well, of course, there are other things 
in them.” 

“Other things! Sure! One or two 
other things, at the least count. For in- 
stance, they have the weather report, so 
that a certain class of bargain-hunting 
humanity may know enough to come in 
when it! rains, without having to be las- 
soed and dragged to shelter.” 

Mr. Tellit glared at the paper vindic- 
tively and heaved a wrathful sigh. 

“Dear me!” murmured Mrs. Tellit, “you 
need not grow so excited about it. 
What is it that moves you so, any- 
way?” 

“Here it is,” said Mr. Tellit, as he 
jabbed his finger against the paper. 
“Here it is. It says that the students 
at Harvard University are to be per- 
mitted to have a kommers whenever they 
desire.” 

“A kommers? What is that? 
sew it on their gowns?” 

“Sew it on——! Good heavens, wo- 
man! Does your mind never rise above 
special sales and the sewing machine? A 
kommers isn’t to be worn. It is to be 
had. It is a—a—dodgast it, it isn’t any- 
thing! It’s just like a lawn fete, only 
it isn’t one. They have a keg of beer 
and a few duels, and they sing ‘Im Tie- 
fen Keller’ until the fellow who can hit 
the lowest note oftenest within a given 
time gets the first prize. That’s what a 
kommers is. Do you understand?” 

“Yes, but I don’t see what——” 

“Of course you don’t see. You can’t 
see anything unless it has a marked- 
down price tag on it, and you have my 
week’s wages in your hand. You can’t 
see! Here we are sending our sons to 
college to get higher education, and to 
learn all about the inside workings of 
geometry, and who built the pyramids, 
and what causes the tides, and how to 
handle logarithms without gloves; and 
they have been coming home loaded up 
with fool college yells and football hair 
and the choruses of college songs. And now 
they are to have kommerses—if that’s 
the plural. 
a fine thing! We might just as well send 
our sons to the saloon around the cor- 
ner and save travel expenses and board 
bills for them. It’s a great idea! Huh!” 

“But, my dear,” meekly protested Mrs. 
Tellit, “I’m not to blame for it, and be 


was the only response from 
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Do they 












Me rrr a 


tion of fl ,wering plants and a 
large and varied assortment of 
every kind of cut flowers for the 
Christmas trade. 
orders will receive our closest 


and prompt attention. 
Price List on Application. 


15 KING ST. WEST, TORONTO 
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It’s a fine thing, Mrs. Tellit, 





‘ Florist 


will have a 
fine collec- 


Out-of-town 


Established 29 years, 





ADDRESS 














New 
Year 
Cheques 


VERY pleasing and 
unique New g Year 
___. Greeting to send out 
to one’s friends. 





@—9<-9 
This cut is a reduced fac-simile 
of a cheque : 








—> = 
Teron Oob-—emnancame,. 36 


LY Canadian: Blank if heii nilily 


Tonowro @nanc 


ee 
A? 3252 





Woy tlhe cnterief! 
Rar” One 


Z 4 
Ouvaud, ~ A, Guvhae. 


—10 Cheques in a Book. 
10c. each Book. 3 for 25c. 


A FEW LEFT ~ 


Art 
Calendars 


1903 


At Greatly 
reduced 
prices. 


Call before they get picked 
up at prices offered. 


Bain Book & Stationery Co. 


96 Yonge Street, Toronto 


SHAVING 
MIRRORS 


Sometimes the selection of a 
gift for a certain gentleman is 
more or less difficult. He may 
have almost everything. Our 


quaint antique mahogany mirrors 


are offered as a suggestion. They 
run from $12 to $56 each, and 
would, indeed, adorn any room, 
We would like you to examine 
our art pieces. 


Wanless & Co. 


Established 1840. 


168 YONGE STREET 
TORONTO 


Surgeon 
growing Toe Nails scientifically without pain. 


PROF. MARTIN BRAUN 
Late of Vienna, Austria. 
15) YONGE STREET. FIRST FLOOR. 


Chiropodist 
Copy 
Treats Corns, Bunions, In- 





sides, we haven’t any sons to send to 
college.” 

But Mr. Tellit merely sniffed, “Huh!” 
and began reading about the Nicaragua 
canal.—W. D. Nesbit in “Judge.” 


—_—_—_——__ISXKv_—oO—— 


Cynic’s Calendar of Revised Wisdom. 





Oliver Herford, Ethel Watts Mum- 
ford and Addison Mizner have, in a little 
volume, twisted our old standbys—the 
proverbs—to harmonize, as they believe, 
with the modern spirit. Here are a few 
quotations that have a peculiar zest to 
them: 

God gives us our relatives—thank God 
we can choose our friends. 

Misery loves company, but company 
does not reciprocate. 

Look before you sleep. 

Many are called, but few get up. 

People who live in glass houses should 
pull down the blinds. 

God help those who do not help them- 
selves. 

A chureh fair exchange is robbery. 

The poor ye have with ve always 
are not invited. 

Eat your steak or you'll have stew. 

As you sew so must you rip. 

Sweet are the uses of diversity. 

Where there’s a will there’s a lawsuit. 

Pride goeth before and the bill cometh 
after. 

Tamper not with fledged fools. 


but 
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Our—= 


now to be found all over Canada from 


to the cheap American floors imported 


+ Wear a 


CROMPTON 


CORSET 


and be sure of a smart 

and symmetrical 

figure. Ask to see 
Crompton’s 


Style 343 


Fownes’ Gloves 


The most reliable and _ perfect 
In demand everywhere. 

If you would like a well dressed, stylish-looking 
hand—wear Fownes’ Gloves. . 


Made for Women and Men 


POO Oe D 44444444444444444444444444 


fitting Glove. 








Some people do not care 


what name is on the goods 
they buy. Others do. 


ut they all like to see 


Codou 


stamped on their Macca- 


roni. They know then they 
Made 


white, 


are getting the best. 





from Russian wheat 
The most fastidious women in America wea 


PEMBER’S POMPADOUR BANGS 


None can be better and there is none better 
even in Paris. 


127-129 YONGE STREET 


TRY OUR WAY 


tender, will not break when 


boiled. 


| a 


Best dealerssell ‘‘Codou’s.”’ 



























given to enhance a 
lady’s beauty, but the 
use of 


DORENWEND’S 


artistic hair devices in 
Bangs, Switches, Pompa- 
dours and Waves are with- 
out doubt the ONE WAY to 
add a grace and charm to 
face and feature. 

Consult us upon the occa- 
sion of your next hair- 
dressing appointment, 


are made in our own factory and are 
Halifax to Vancouver. They are superior 


here, and carry with them our guarantee. 
In addition to our Catalogue’ (free on 
request) designs, we make any other 


design required at low prices. 
Sole Agents for Butchers Boston Polish for 
floors. 


Wood Floors 





The ELLIOTT & SON CO., Limited 


79 KING STREET WEST 


A SKIRT SCIENTIFICALLY CUT 


is a pleasure to the 
wearer. 


The Skirt 
Specialty 
Company | 


make and design 
such skirts, ensur- 
ing that “hang, fit 
and finish” unat- 
tainable in a skirt 
cut from an ordinary 
pattern. 


64 KING STREET WEST 
First floor upstairs. 





—_ 





TELEPHONE MAIN 1551. 


THE DORENWEND CO., cimireo. 


103 and 105 YONGE STREET 





CHRISTMAS NOVELTIES 
IN HAIR ORNAMENTS 














The Corset Specialty Co. 
112 Yonge St., Toronto 


ist Floor over Singer Office. 


Stout figures require a 
Corset made to order. 
We have expert design- [359 
ers, and warrant a per- | 
fect fit. Hose supporters |) 
attached. Imported Cor- 
sets and Health Waists 
always in stock. Repair- | 
ing or refitting of any } 
make of Corset neatly } 
done. 


Reliable Agents Wanted. 


The latest novelties from London, Paris and 
New York in Hair Ornaments for Christmas. 


Prices from $1.00 to $10.00 


Ladies’ Hair-Dr ssing and Marcel Waving. 
Tel. Main 2283. 


JAHN & SON 


73} KING STREET WEST. TORONTO 





Ladies and Gentlemen Madam Lytell . 


have you consulted 








335 JARVIS 8ST. 


In reference to the 
condition of your 
Bair and fcalp? It 
net, why net? Per- 
fect work in Face 
and Bedy Massage, 
Manicuring and 
«htrepedy. 

These are all essen- 
tial to health and 
beauty Vaper baths. 
Removal of superfiu- 
ous hair a specialty. 


Consultation free. 
Students Instructed. 
Phone Main 3439. 











Stationery 
Cards 
Calendars 
Books 
Novelties 


Innumerable styles. Inspection invited. 
MISS E. PORTER, 47 King West 


WOMAN’S EXCHANGE 








PRESCRIPTIONS. PERFUMES 
HOT AND COLD SODA WATER 


Ww, J. A. & @. Carnahan, Chemists, etc. 
cor. Carlton and Church, Terente. 
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REMOVAL NOTICE 


L. A. STACKHOUSE 


MANICURING and CHIROPODY 


Removing to 166 KING ST. WEST. 
Telephone—Main 1882. 









CHAPTER XXILL.—(Continued.) 
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to Mr. Capper to try to detain her. 

As for Norma and Mrs. Finch, they 
still stood, in a state of the highest ner- 
vous excitement, facing each other in 
the middle of the room. Neither ap 
peared even to have noticed that Mrs. 
Midsomer had gone out. 

“Who are you?” said Norma at last, 
hoarsely. “Are you Lottie, or are you 
not?” 

“Lottie!” echoed Mr. Capper, start- 
ing. “Why, no, this is her sister, Mrs. 
Finch.” 

Trembling more than ever, the guilty 
woman looked down, unable to meet the 
lawyer’s stern eyes. 

Norma, still with her eyes fixed on the 
worn, pretty face before her, said, in a 
low voice: “She came to me, saying she 
was Lottie. Oh, why did you do it? 
How could you?” 

Mr. Capper came forward quickly. 

“What! What!” said he. “Is this the 
bottom of the mystery then? Your sis- 
ter is dead, and you personated her? 
You dared to?” 

Mrs. Finch sank, trembling, into a 
chair. 

“I’m sorry, I’m sorry,” she murmured 
brokenly, * “indeed I’ve never had a peace- 
ful day or night since. Don’t think I 
have had anything but misery from the 
misery I’ve caused you! Oh, dear, oh, 
dear! 

And she covered her face with her 
hands and burst into tears. 

“What on earth put this wicked, in: 
—s plot into your head?” asked Mr. 
Capper presently. 

“Oh, it wasn’t my doing, indeed it 
wasn’t. I should never have thought of 
doing such a thing by mys self. It was 
Frank Wharles suggested it—” 

“Ah! The doctor! I thought so!” 

“He was very hard up, and at his 
wits’ end for money. He and Fanny 
were always extravagant. And it seems 
Lady Darwen—” she glanced up ask- 
ance, not liking r to meet Norma’s eyes— 
“said something to him, the first time he 
saw her, that made him think she be- 
lieved Lottie to be alive. And then he 
said the idea rushed into his head, of 
what a good thing he could make out of 
it if only he could imduce her and Sir 
\stley to believe that was true.” 

Norma uttered a faint exclamation. 

“Oh.” eried she, “then it was vou I saw 
at Oxford! Why did vou go there, and 
follow him as you did, and run away 


when you saw me? Making me think 
there was something wrong?” 

“Why,” said Mrs. Finch, drying her 
eves, and speaking freely, as if she found 


onfession a great relief, “I went to Ox- 
} ford, when [ found Sir Astley was there, 


to beg him to help my mother and me a 
littl I knew very well we ,had no 
| right to expect any assistance from him, 
| after the way Lottie had behaved, but 
he is so good-hearted, and we were so 
hard up that I thought I would ven 
ture.” 
“Then what made vou shy at the last 


moment ?” 

“Why, when I heard you, a lady, ask 
for him, I thought it would not do for 
me to intrude, and I went away. And 
then I followed you both one evening, 
| trving to screw my courage up, but 
afraid it would be of no use, since he was 
| already married to someone else, so that 
he would feel there was no tie, even the 


,| slightest, between us and himself any 


longer. So I went away from Oxford 
without speaking to Rim.” 
“If only vou hadn't done that!” sighed 





Norma. “That was the beginning of the 
whole miserable affair L wondered 
whether his wife was really dead after 
all, and when Dr Wharles said some 
thing about her. I asked the question 
which wi put this wicked plot in 
to fils rad! 
“IT can’t understand how you, Mrs. 
Finch, could ever have lent yourself to 
} such a business,” said Mr. Capper, very 
| ste rniy 
She burst into tears again 
You don’t know how ashamed of my- 
self I felt over it.” she said, with her 
ad bent down, wiping her eyes. “I 
as over-persuaded; my sister and her 
usband were in fear of nothing less than 
ruin: my mother was not well, and I 
iadn’t money enough to get her the lit 
tle luxuries she likes And so, and so 
vhen the doctor urged and coaxed, and 
feven threatened, I[—I-—-gave way, and 
came here, and-——and passed myself. off 
as Lottie. 


But vou tried to get into his room! 
\nd if he had seen von, you would 
have been found out!” said Norma. 

Mrs. Finch looked up 

“I knew very well you'd never let me 
see him,” she retorted. “I only pretend 
ed to want to go in, because if | hadn’t, 
ij vou’d have thought there was something 
wrong.” 

‘Well, if the plot wasn’t of vour de 
vising, you took very nicely to decep 
tion!” remarked Mr. Capper, dryly. 

She made a reckless gesture with hei 
right hand 

“Since it had to be done, it was as 


well to do it thoroughly,” she said. “And 
| suppose there’s deceit in the blood of 
ull the family One thing [ must tell 
vou, thongh”’—and she turned earnestly 
to orma-—“I very nearly broke down 


and confessed everything when you took 
me into your room and were so kind to 
me. If you hadn’t been called away you 
would have known everything in anoth 
er five minutes.” ; 


Norma sighed It all seemed like a 
nightmare that she had gone through, 
and she was trying to understand that 


she was now wide awake, 


And the letter.” she asked suddenly, 


“the letter that Astley received, and was 
sure was written by your sister, was that 
a forgery?” 

“No,” said Mrs. Finch “It was not 
When the idea of making up this story 
came into Frank Wharles’ head, you 
remember that he went to Leamington, 
as he said to find out the truth?’ 

“Ton.” 

“Well, what he really wanted was to 
see Us, especially mv mother, and to 
make sure of having a good, sound story, 
that had no weak points. And he rum 
maged among the things Lottie had left 








behind, her desk, and her cupboards, and 
he found this old letter, one of the 
scores she used to write and then never 
send. If you remember, it said just this: 
‘Will you forgive me for my deceit?’ ” 

“Yes, I remember.’ 

“Well, she meant deceit of another 
kind, something that could have been 
proved against “her.” . 
' “What a mass of trickery! 
Capper impatiently. 

Norma sat silent, chilled with horror 
and disgust in the midst of the relief she 
felt. 

“Then this unlucky Rogerson,” said 
Mr. Capper, “was murdered, I suppose, 
because he knew too much, and threat 
ened to tell.” 

“Yes. Poor Tom Rogerson! He was 
really fond of Lottie, and—well, I don’t 
want to say anything about either of 
them but just this. Tom Rogerson knew 
that Lottie was dead, and when he heard 
how Sir Astley was being tricked, he 
said it was a shame, and he should let 
him know the truth. I don’t say his 
motives were altogether disinterested: 
poor Tom didn’t like work, and he 
guessed that Sir Astley, would be grate- 
ful for any information which put an 
end to his anxiety. So he came to Black- 
dale, and called at the doctor’s house, 
and I believe there was a dreadful scene. 
But Tom stuck to his intention, and said 
he would meet Sir Astley, and tell hint 
everything. And—and—you know what 
happened,” she added in a low voice. 

There was silence for a space. Then 
Mr. Capper, who had been standing on 
the hearthrug with his hands behind 
him, walked forward a few steps on the 
way to the door. 

“Sir Astley must know of this.” he 
said. 

Mrs. Finch started again. 

“Sir Astley! He isn’t anywhere near, 
is he? I thought he was in London!” 
cried she in alarm. 

“T don’t know exactly where he is, 
but he certainly isn’t in London,” said 
Mr. Capper, with his fingers on the door 
handle. 

“Then I must go. I couldn’t meet him, 
I wouldn’t. And nor would my mother!” 

“How came you to have the impudence 
to put in an appearance here, and to en- 
gage to bring your sister, when you knew 
you couldn’t 7” asked the lawyer abrupt- 
ly. 

“We thought—mother thought—we 
could say she’d run away. And then 
why we were going to chance what hap- 
pened,” said Mrs. Finch desperately. 
“The truth is, we have been living in 
such a state of misery and anxiety. al- 
Ways afraid of being found out, ‘and 
wretchedly poor, because nearly all Sir 
Astley’s money went to Frank and his 
wife, that we didn’t know what to do. 
And when we were told we must come 
here, we were quite glad of an excuse for 
a change from the life we’d ‘been leading. 
And J suppose, sooner or later, now that 
—well, now that Frank Wharles has got 
into this terrible plight, 1 suppose we 
should have confessed everything, and 
thrown ourselves on Sir Astley’s mercy.” 

“[ don’t think you deserve’ much, 
frankly,” said the lawyer, with a grim 
expression of face. 

*“I—don’t—think—we do,” sobbed Mrs. 
Finch. “And now, oh, do let us get 
away before Sir Astley comes, do, do let 
us! I wouldn’t face him for the world!” 

“You could face him at Leamington 
though, and with a lie,’ said Mr. Capper 
sternly. “By the by,” he went on, with 
a puzzled face, “how did you manage to 
pass yourself off to him as your sister? 
You are not very like her, and—and, 
why, surely you were with me all the 
time!” 

Mrs. Finch hung her head. 
“It was my mother—you know she is 


* eried Mr. 








very like Lottie—she pretended to be 


she. And in the darkened room, where 


you couldn’t see how much older she was, 


and with some of the hair poor Lottie 
used to wear peeping out from under her 
cap, I myself thought she looked wonder- 
fully, horribly like her!’ 

“Oh, trickery, semae. thy name is 
woman!” muttered Mr. Capper. “There, 
vo away, if you like. I don’t suppose Sir 
Astley will be particularly anxious to 
see either of you!” 

But Norma stopped her. 

“| think you’d better see him,’ she 
said quietly. “He may have some ques- 
tions to ask, and you owe it to him, as 
I think you'll admit, to give him all the 
poor satisfaction you can. 1 don’t think 
you need be afraid of his not treating 


you even more generously than you have 


any right to expect.” 
“Very well,” said Mrs. Finch, who was 


completely broken, very contrite, shy 


and miserable. “I'll go upstairs and see 
my mother, if I may, and then I’ll come 
down and wait wherever you tell me to.” 

She went quickly past them, and ran 
upstairs. 

“Do you think we shall ever see her 
again? Or will she steal away before he 
comes?” asked Norma. 

The lawyer shrugged his shoulders as 
he drew on his gloves. 

“Impossible to say,” he said. “Could 
anyone predict with certainty anything 


The Smiths spend Christmas at the old home. Grand-dad feels the burden 


of years upon him. 
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those wretched women would do?” 

“Do you know,” whispered Norma as 
she accompanied him to the door, “I feel 
rather sorry for her, just as I did before, 
when I thought she was—the other wo- 
man, She seems so unhappy, so miser- 
ably, horribly ashamed!” 

“So she ought to be,” retorted Mr. 
Capper quite fiercely, as he started in. 
search of Astley. 

Norma tried to sit still in the draw- 
ing-room, until they came back; but she 
found it an impossible feat. « Wild 
thoughts, hopes, fancies, danced in her 
brain. She could not believe her good 
fortune, and was foreed to torment her-~ 
self by imagining that Astley had grown 
tired of her, that he would rather have 
had Lady Myfanwy for a wife than the 
wayward, wicked little girl whose life he 
had saved. 

And then, while she was still wander- 
ing up and down, up and down, listen- 
ing with pained ears to Mrs. Finch’s 
sighs as she sat: in the library, ready to 
rush out and make confession, there was 
a tap at the window, and Astley, trem- 
bling, pale indeed, but with bright eyes 
and a diiferent look on his face from 
the hopeless expression he had recently 
worn, demanded admission. 

Norma flew to shut the inner door, 
which she had left open, listening for his 
ring, believing that he would come in by 
the portico entrance. 

Mr. Capper had discreetly left the 
baronet to come across the lawn by him- 
self; and the next moment Norma un- 
fastened the window, and husband and 
wife were in each other’s arms. 

“My wife, my wife at last! Didn’t 1 
tell you it would come true?” mur- 
mured he into her ear. 

“Oh, Astley, is it true? Can you be- 
lieve it? Do you love me? Aren’t you 
tired of me? Oh, it’s too much, it’s too 
much joy!” 

But the young baronet had not many 
minutes to spare at that time for his 
newly-found wife. There was another 
sentiment, a less tender one, in his heart. 
The resentment which, in the woman, 
was instantly swallowed up in happiness, 
burned high in his breast against the 
two women who had so readily joined 
the scoundrelly doctor in the conspiracy 
against him. 

He went straight to the library, on 
hearing that Mrs. Finch was there, not 
apparently needing Norma’s prayer that 
he would not be harsh. But she need 
not have been afraid. Emmeline Finch 
Was so abjectly miserable that it was 
impossible for a kind-hearted man to do 
anything but let her off easily: and the 
end of it was, that though he bade her 
follow her mother out of the house, and 
never come there again, he promised 
them a small allowance to free them 
from the monetary troubles which beset 
them. 

‘And you were a very silly woman,” 
he added by way of postscript, as she left 
the house, “not to apply to me at Oxford 
boldly, and save all this horror.” 

Then he went back, and as the two sat 
together by the fire, too solemnly happy 
to talk much, the door opened, and 
there burst in upon them not only Mr, 
Capper, but Jack Wyersdale and Miss 
Brown, and Lady Myfanwy. 

“You’ve got to invite us to dinner, 
Lady Darwen, and let us drink your 
health in the most solemn manner!” 
cried Jack, who was crazy with delight 
at the news which Mr. Capper had im- 
parted on meeting them returning from 
a drive. 

“Why, you ought not to be glad, you 
know,” said Norma, mischievously (o 
him, in an undertone, while the others 
talked. “You seem to forget that you 
gave me to understand that you were 
de sperately in love with me yourself.” 

‘Ah, well, so I was, so I was,” said 
Jack, with a boisterous, boyish laugh. 
“That is, I was as long as I thought } 
had a chance. But I’m not one of those 
fellows who can sit and sigh for a wo- 
man who won’t have anything to say to 
them,” he added with a _ man-of-the- 
world air. “So I say honestly, ’m not 
jealous of Astley, not a bit.” i 

‘And you'll marry, Miss Brown, and 
live happy ever after,” suggested Norma, 
laughing. 

“Well, perhaps I shall. TI think 
I might do worse. She’s a very decent 
sort of girl—for an American!” said 


Jack loftily, as he twirled—nothing, and 


tried to persuade himself that it was a 
moustache. 

Even Lady Myfanwy was nice. She 
had indeed taken a faney to Astley, and 
would not have been sorry to console 
herself and him, if circumstances had 
permitted it. But, now that there was 
no doubt he was happy in the safe pos- 
session of a wife with whom he seemed 
thoroughly content, there was nothing 
left but to make the best of it, and to 
accept the inevitable in the shape of a 
new and amiable neighbor, with a good 
vrace, 

The young pe ople positively refused to 
vo back home to dinner, although they 
were warned that no preparations had 
been made for anybody. So after a lit- 


' tle waiting, and much tribulation on the 








And they all had a pleasant evening, 
clouded from time to time by ,certain un- 


tragedy which had so recently taken 


' 
place, and of the further tragedy that | Dress; Second, Dress; Third, Dress. 


as he and his wife were about to sail 


caped the gallows. 
been prepared for some such contre- 


in half an hour he was dead, in spite of 
every effort which was conscientiously 
made to save him. 


ly half-witted, never entirely recovered 
his normal wits after a relapse occa- 
sioned by the excitement of the adjourned 
Haigh for such light work as he cared 
one sad reminder of a hideous tragedy. 

life, as if they never quite recovered the 
youthful zest of life after the anxieties 
those dreadful weeks laid upon them. 
gayer couples, and Norma’s gentle man- 
ants and friends, as much as her earn- 


est efforts to make him as happy as 
mortal could be endeared her to him. 


grown into “Reginald”’) Wyersdale and 
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part of the housekeeper, some sort of re- 
past was spread for them all, and Jack 
made a speech at what he persisted in 
calling the wedding breakfast, although 
it was pointed out to him that there was 
no breakfast and that the wedding was 
an old affair. 

It was all the same to him. He 
thought that he shone as a speech-mak- 
er, and he was eloquent in the extreme. 


namental Portion of the Community. 
She is the Drone of the Hive, and Never 


that never Stops. 

In that Organ, the Tongue, Woman 
has solved the Secret of Perpetual Mo- 
tion, 

Woman has One Great Quest. It is to 
Chase Some Poor Fellow until he Gets 
so Rattled that he proposes to Pay her 
Board and Lodging for the Rest of her 
Existence. -She then says, “This is so 
sudden!” and the poor Fool is Booked. 

She has Three Objects in Life: First, 


eanny recollections of the past, of the 


was to come. 
It came sooner than they expected. 
Dr. Wharles was arrested at Liverpool, 


She really has another Object—her 
husband. But he is an Object of Pity. 

She is very Fond of Him, and says she 
Hopes she will never Lose Him. If she 
Did, she would either have to Get An- 
other or else Work for her own Living. 
—From “Living Animals,” by Ally Slop- 
er. 


for America. But the wily doctor es- 
Probably he had 


temps as this. For he had not been in 
the hands of the police ten minutes be- 
fore he contrived to swallow poison, and 





A Young Detective. 





There is a ten-year- ola boy in Boston 
whose mother thinks he is destined to 


Mrs. Wharles disappeared from the 1 
become a noted detective. One day he 


sight of her mother and sister, and no 


one in Blackdale ever knew what became | Was begging for permission to try his 
on hae hand at mending a broken umbrella 


over which his father was working, and 
at last he was sent out of the room on 
an errand. 

When he returned his father and 
mother were talking, and the umbrella 
had vanished. 

“I know where you’ve put it,’ he 
said, after a glance around the room. 
“You’ve put it in that closet, and——” 

“Well, where else should I put it ?” 
demanded his father, impatiently ; but 
the mother waited for her boy to finish. 

“[ know it’s there,’ he said, trium- 
phantly, “because whenever you open 
the closet door that photograph on the 
end of the bookshelf falls down, and it’s 
down now. And I know ’twas_ father 
put it in, for mother would have stood 
the picture up again.” 


Poor Ned Raggett, though not exact- 


inquest. He was taken on at The 
to do, and remained for many years the 


Astley and his wife lived a very quiet 


But they were happy, even happier than 


ners endeared her to her husband’s ten- 


And when, five years later, they were 
present at the wedding of Jack (now 








Sadie Brown, the best wish anybody 
could give the young people was that 
they should be as happy and devoted a 
couple as the baronet and his wife, who 
had made their way to happiness through 
such a veritable sea of troubles. 


(The End.) 
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What made your linens 
coarse? Common soap! 
Sunlight Soap saves linen. 





ing, on the authority of one of his Ma- 
jesty’s middies, a selection of Hellenic REDUCES 
wine-shop advertisements, put up to al- 
lure tbe trusting British sailor on the EXPENSE 
occasion of a recent visit paid to Naup- 
lia by a British squadron. Much may Ask for the Octagon Bar. 37 


be done in the way of diplomacy, as 
Lord Rosebery so happily hinted, by an 








oecasional conference at a wayside inn. 


UNION JAG.—The Gretest Restahrant Balls, At Homes, etc. 


in Greece. 


COME COME COME BOYS to this] 4 wou wish to a-r.uge for Parties of an 
English Public House Where all drink- kind’ os eng ome, boante aa’ see our RY 
ing are found Viz Beer Lemonade wines | and B nquet Parlors. The Ballroom has a per- 
liqors and all sorts of things to the Eng- fect floor, lofty ceiling, no villas, flae piano. 
aoa m i . © 6 Adjoining the Ballroom are the Ladies’ and Gen- 
lish Tast A Pint will oblige. os tlemen’s Dressing, Card and Smoking Rooms. 
CONCERT JOHN BROWN Shiling for | The whole establishme .t is steam-heated and 
 inges and 3d. Glass Long life Edwar peat on Sratemte Principles. All night cars. 


WELL COME NOBLE SAILORS Wine Address, P. V. MEYER, 1801 Queen W. 
is sold here Wine agence. ESE ———_——_———— 


GREAT CONSERT ALABRA Consert 

beautlful dansin and sinkin Place everu B it h A e 

= 
A 
r 


kind of drink is to be found Enklish well 
Yonge and McGill Sts., Toronto 


spokn, 
Day and Evening Classe:. Catalogue free. 


TO THE ENGLIS NAVE well come 
UNION JACK. 

D. HOSKINS, Chartered Accountant, 

Principal. 














TEETH extrated mementaneously and 
vithout acke. 

CONCERT RAMILLIES British Arms 
Triomphed in the Transvaal. 





An Essay on Woman. 





The Woman is the Female of the Hu- 
man Race, which she wins by a Short 
Head. 

In the Human Race, Man is Scratched. 
It is Woman who does the Scratching. 

She has many Curious Habits. One is 
to Tie herself up in Whale Bone, and 
Pull and Squeeze herself in Something 
Dreadful. ‘Then she Seeks some Mani to 
put his Arm around her Waist and Con- 
tinue the Squeezing. Consultation and examination free. 

Woman’s Crowning Glory is her Hair. Every ity for the treatment of diseases 
My Mother is a very Estimable Lady, mithoub the use of drugs. We ake 0 specially 


but | do not Mind Telling you that Half Ene and foi upon Laan 


of her Crowning Glory is U sually on the | by mailorin person. ‘Phone—North 1733, 
Dressing Table. The ‘other Half appears 


to Get into the Butter. 


Father came Home the other night Ww t Y Cl th Pressed ? 
with a Bright Golden Crowning Glory on an our 0 8S [ 
his Coat. Mother Dusted his Coat for 
Him. 

Woman considers herself to be the Or- 











ONTARIO INSTITUTE OF 


OSTEOPATHY 


21 NORTH STREET 











’Phone Main 1862 and we will do the 
rest. Reasonable prices and the best 











Prize Fighter’s Heart. A card or ‘phone will bring you our 


prices. 





Coffee Shown to be the Cause of His Weak 


seat. Cheesworth’s Clothes Press 
Frank Wallis, the Illinois champion 130 KING STREET WEST 


featherwe ight, says : 
“Nearly all my life 1 drank coffee, and 


it finally put me in such a condition N w 
that training for any fight was almost ad Year Gifts 
impossible. 
“My breathing was poor, and slight 
exertion always mace ay very tired. - - 
. lersts t, P fas oth- 
Ciwise' well and strong, uncit one aay in} J@@gOr Comfort Necessaries 
training quarters a friend and admirer a 
of mine asked me if I drank coffee. 
told him ‘yes,’ and he said that was Fleece Jackets and Slippers 
Camelhair Blankets 
Cardigans for Curling 
turned, and I was as good as ever in Angora Gloves 
a short time. 
“T returned vie f the fight, whic! 
ee ee on WREYFORD & co. 


what ailed me. 
had I continued the use of coffee.” Underwear Specialists 85 KING ST. WEST 











“This was two weeks before an im 
portant fight of mine was due. He ex- 
plained how coffee affected the heart 
and nerves, and told me of the good 
qualities of Postum Food Coffee. | im 
mediately commenced to use it in place 
of coffee. The result was wonderful. 
My nervousness left me, my breathing 
bothered me no more, my confidence re 
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December 27, 1902 


The SECRET * PERFECT 
te BUST rorm 


Sent Free 

Madam Thora’s French 
Corsine System of Bust De- 
velopment is a simple home 
treatment and is guaranteed 
to enlarge the bust six 
inches ; also fills hol- 
low places in neck and 
chest. It has been 


| Ye used by leading ac- 
; ‘ Sou tresses and society 
FON ies ladies for 20 years. 
x — D Book giving full par- 
Se eR =O ticulars sent free, 
beautifully illustrated from life, showing figures 
, 















































Curious Bits of News. 





Visitors to Mexico contribute largely 
to sustaining the bull-fight of Juarez, so 
says the Mexican “Herald.” They ex- 
press their regret that a bull-fight is to 
be held, yet every one of them procures 
a ticket for a high-priced seat in the 
shade, and tries to secure a genuine 
blood-stained “banderilla” after the 
fight is over, to take home as a curios- 
ity. A like inconsistency has often been 
reported against foreigners who visit 
Spain. 














One of the Klondike millionaires who 
amazed Dawson by his reckless expendi- 
ture of suddenly-acquired wealth was 
“Nigger Jim” Daugherty, who is now 
poor and suffering from paralysis in a 
sanatorium near Tacoma. Daugherty 
was a boon companion of “Swift Water 
sill” Gates, who has also run through 
a fortune, and had a costly experience 
with three wives in the divorce courts. 
Daugherty had one of the richest claims 
on Bonanza Creek, but his money was 
all squandered in three years. 


before and after using the Corsine System. Letters 


sacredly confidential. Enclose stamp and address, 


Madam Thora Toilet Co., Toronto, Ont. 


Stone, wood, glass, brick and cinders 
have been used for street pavements, 
and now they are experimenting with 
steel in New York. Two strips of steel 
a foot wide have been laid down in the 
middle of a street, for a distance of a 
mile, for the use of heavy trucks, and 
the advocates of this kind of supple- 
mentary paving believe that it will be 
generally adopted for streets on which 
there is much traffic. They point to its 
successful use in Spain, where a_two- 
mile stretch of road from Valencia to 
Grao is now kept in order for little 
more than one-fifteenth of the former 
expense, 


Baby’s Own Soap 


is a guard against all skin troubles in >| 
| children. It cleanses, softens, soothes 


and prevents chafing and sores, 


| IT 18 AS GOOD FOR THE 
OLD AS THE YOUNG. 


Ibraham Khan Dovleti, who has re- 
cently been appointed Persian ambassa- 
dor at Athens, is said to be the first 


ALBERT TOILET SOAP CO., Mrrs. ambassador sent from Persia to Greece 
MONTREAL, 4-2 since Darius sent heralds in 491 B. C., 
to demand earth and water from the 


Greeks as symbols of submission to him. 
The Athenians made arrangements to 
welcome the Persian this time with im- 
posing ceremonies, as they do not intend 
to kill him, as their ancestors did the 
messenger of Darius. Although Persia 
has ‘had no minister in Greece for more 
than twenty centuries, it has been re- 
presented in Athens by a consul in re- 
cent years. 





Everything, 
Including Soft Coal 


i Helps to keep the Lace Curtains 
dirty. Send them to us to be cleaned 
or dyed. 


R. PARKER & CO. 


Dyers and Cleaners, Toronto 


i 201 and 791 Yonge St., 59 King St. West, 
471 and 1267 Queen St. West, 277 Queen St. 


Phones: North 2011, Main 2143 and 1004, 
Park 98. 


~ ABSOLUTE 
SECURITY, 


Genuine 


Carter’s 
Little Liver Pills. 


Must Bear Signature of 


1 fttaF eed 


See Fac-Simile Wrapper Below. 
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What the Spanish authorities believe 
to be the ashes of Christopher Columbus 
were deposited in a special mausoleum 
in Seville last month. They are the 
ashes which were removed from the 
cathedral in Santo Domingo and taken 
to Havana after the Spanish ceded the 
island in 1795. When Cuba ceased to be 
Spanish territory the ashes were car- 
ried to Spain. The people of Santo 
Domingo insist that the‘remains of Col- 
umbus still rest in their cathedral, and 
that when, in the eighteenth century, the 
Spaniards removed the sarcophagus, they 
took the one which contained the body 
of the eldest son of the explorer. That 
their claim is well founded was conclus- 
ively shown by F, A. Ober in his investi- 
gations into the subject for the Colum- 
bian Exposition. Aside from the merits 
of the controversy, there is something 
tragic in the determination of the Span- 
ish in their progressive retreat from 
their American empire to carry back 
with them what they believe to be the 
body of the man who opened that em- 
pire to them. 
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Bret Harte’s Last Poem. 


—_—-— 


(On Queen Victoria’s Death.) 


When your men bowed heads together 
With hushed lips, 

And the globe swung out from gladness 
To eclipse, 


When your drums from the equator 
To the pole 3 

- Carried round it an unending 

{ Very small end as casy Funeral roll, 

When your capitals from Norway 
To the Cape 

Through their streets and from their 

houses 

Trailed their crape, 


FOR HEADACHE. 

FGR DIZZINESS. 

FOR BILIOUSNESS, 
FOR TORPIO LIVER. 
FOR CONSTIPATION. 
FOR SALLOW SKIN. 
FOR THE COMPLEXION 


Still the sun awoke to gladness 
As of old, 

And the stars their midnight beauty 
Still unrolled, 


IVER 

PILLS. 

For the glory born of Goodness 
Never dies, 


And its flag is not half-masted 
In the skies. 








om 
CURE SICK HEADACHE. ‘*Punch’s” Hints For Housewives. 








What to do with yesterday’s mutton. 
—KEat it yesterday. 
Soups should be made the day before 


LIVE P. VAN GELDEREN, only 
daughter of Senator Cornelius 


she had the tootnache rather badly one 
night just recently. 


maid. 
give trouble, so she just threw on a few 
things and a wrapper, and sallied down- 
stairs 
hours. 
remedy was kept, in a cupboard in the 
back dining-room. 


of the first flight she heard something. 
It sounded like a stealthy footfall. 


TORONTO SATURDAY 


The Lady and the Burglar. 


NIGHT. 


in for it. Put me on to the Cen- 
tral Police Office!” he shouted into the 
telephone. 

“Now hang up that thing, and wait 
till they ring. Keep your hands up.” 

He obeyed her like a dog. “You’ve 
got me cornered,” he muttered. 

“T have that,” she admitted. 
bell rang. 

She repeated her instructions, and he 
put the receiver to his ear. 

“Ask if it’s the police office,” she com- 
manded. He asked. 

“What’s the reply ?” 

en, 

“Say this is Senator Van Gelderen’s 
house in Blank avenue. Have 
they got that? Right. Now say Miss 
Van Gelderen has got me covered with a 



















P. Van Gelderen, is one of the 
prettiest girls in New York. But 
The 
Her. proper course was to ring for her 
But she is a girl who dislikes to 


in the dead dark of 


the early 
She knew where the 


toothache 


As she reached the landing at the top 


She 


strained her eyes and held her breath.| revolver. . You won't? You'd 
There was a man creeping cunningly | better. Don’t fool with me. I'll fire six 
along in the hall. As she peered at him | times. . Ah, that’s right! Have 
over the banisters, she saw a black patch they got that? Good! Now say, ‘’ma 
where his face should have been. He | burglar.” 
was Wearing a mask. “T won't!” 

She saw him turn a handle and enter “You will!” 
the small dining-room, closing the door “Pll see you —— first!” 
softly behind him “Don’t be rude. When I’ve counted 


three, I'll shoot you. s 


“This is murder!” 

“It will be in a minute’ 

“[’'m a burglar!” cried the 
the transmitter. 

“And a pretty burglar you look,” com- 
mented the girl. “But that’s not your 
fault. Now tell them how you 
got in.” ; 

“T got in through the scullery window 
at the back of the house.” 

“Have they got that? Right. Now 


What was she to do? Papa was not One, two—— 
at home, and the servants were all in 
bed and sound asleep. Should she run 
back upstairs, lock herself in her own 
room and hide her head under the  blan- 
kets? That would be girlish, but not 
heroie. 

“I know there’s a six-chambered re- 
volver in the drawer in the big dining- 
room,” she meditated. “If I could reach 
it without him hearing me, 1 could hold 
him up.” 


, 


man into 
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PAN-AMERICAN EXPOSITION 


BUFFALO 


COLD MEDAL 


AWARDED 


LABATT’S 


ALE and PORTER 


SURPASSING ALL COMPETITORS 






























SLIPPERDOIS1 


has been ransacked, manufacturers bought out, our 
stock loaded up with an immense profusion of styles, 
colors and sizes for Christmas. 


Ladies’ Patent Leather and Vici Kid, 1, 2, 3, 4 and 8 strap slippers—* 
excellent variety and splendid values. Prices range from $1.00 tog 5,00 


Ladies’ Warm House Slippers in Quilted Satin, Plain and Kid Foxed 2 
Felt, warm lined, at 50c., 75c.. $1.00 and aoe. 5 
2,50 


Men’s Pullman Slippers in Chocolate and Black Vici Kid, at $1.50, $1 75, 
Our Men’s Tan and Black Opera line with a ratent facing is a par- | 25 


$2 00 and 
ticularly natty slit per at a small cost. All sizes...................+ 


DON’T FAIL TO SEE OUR DISPLAY 


She began to slide down the staircase 
as silently as a snowflake. She quaked 
as she reached the hall, wondering if the 
boards would creak—but millionaires can 
afford solid floors in their houses, and 
there was not a sound. She drifted 
noiselessly into the large dining-room, 
found the drawer, and abstracted the re- 
volver. 

She stood back in a corner of the 
room, grasping the weapon, and facing 
the door. Presently she heard a rustling 
noise outside. She could also hear her 
heart beating all the while. 

“He’s coming in,’ she 
“Now for it!” 

Sut the door never moved. 
tened intently. “He’s going by! . 
He’s gone by! Gracious, 
gone into papa’s study!” 

She corrugated her brow for a few 
seconds. Then she beamed. “Guess it’s 
working like a charm,” she said men- 
tally. 

Slowly, cautiously, she went out of the 
room, crossed the hall, and approached 
the door of the study. It was ajar. 
Ever so slightly, she pushed it open, un- 
til she could make out a man on his 
knees, over against, the big cabinet. He 
was prizing at something with a tool, 
which glinted as it moved under the 
guarded rays of a dark lantern. 

Just inside the door, on her left hand, 
was the electric lignt switeh. She kept 
the revolver pointed in her right hand, 
stretched out her left, and, as she jerked 
the knob of the switch upwards, flood- 
ing the room with electric light, she 
kicked the door wide open. 

The startled burglar scrambled to his 
feet. 

“Hands up!” said the girl. 

Automatically, he dropped his tool 
and raised his hands over his head. Then 
he snarled and looked vicious. It was 
only a girl. But she covered him with a 
revolver, 

“If you move, I'll fire!” she said. He 
stood perfectly still for some ten  sec- 
onds, and then one of his hands perhaps 
felt tired, for it descended about two 
inches. 

“Up with that hand. High up!” she 
cried. “Don’t lark with me, or this re- 
volver’ll go off.” 

“All right, miss,” growled the man. 
“What do you want me to do?” 

Then she smiled grimly. 

“Look here, now,” she observed. “I'm 
going to tell you right away what you've 
got todo. And I’m telling you first, that 
there’s six bullets in this revolver. It 
you don’t do what I tell you, or if you 
move one step towards me, | shall shut 
my eyes and pull the trigger six times. 
And as I’ve got you covered, I reckon 
I’m bound to make a fair percentage of 
bull’s-eyes. Is that understood?” 

“All right, miss. I’ve got to do what 
you say?” 

“Every time.” 

“And if I don’t do what you tell me 


9”? 
















told herself. 
She lis- 


he’s 


“I start straight off pumping lead into 
you!” 

It was a bluggy expression, but she 
knew it would be effective, for she had 
read it in a dime novel. 

“Go ahead, miss. Give your orders. 
I’m a slave.” 

“That’s what you are.” She planked 
her back against the wall, keeping the 


tell them to send some police officers 
right here. They can come in the same 
way. You'd better say it, or 
you'll die six deaths where you stand! 
Have they got that? Right. Now 
drop that receiver. and—hands up!” 

For ten long minutes they stood so, 
the poor thing of a burglar-man with his 
hands lifted towards the ceiling, the girl 
keeping him covered with her six-shoot- 
er, effectually negativing all his random 
ideas of escape. — ; 

Then they heard a scrambling in the 
back regions of the house, the crash and 
tumble of heavy bodies, a scurry-flurry 
along the passages, and—— 

“Here!” cried the girl, “this way!” 

Four stalwart police officers swarmed 
in and grabbed the man. The © girl 
fainted. 

* * * * 7 * 

When they brought her to, she found 
several of her amazed domestics around 
her, while a big, smiling police sergeant 
was toying with the little silverplated 
revolver. 

“Why, missy,” he said, 
pea-shooter ain’t loaded!” 

“I know it’s not!” she moaned. “Do 
you think I’d have fooled about with a 
horrid thing like that if it had been 
loaded?” 


“the blamed 





Did Not Understand Women. 


—_——. 


R. BARRY PAIN has written a 
M book called “De Omnibus: By 


the Conductor,” in which the 
London ’bus man gives his views of so- 
ciety as he observes it both in his life 
off duty and from the platform where he 
is at once master and servant of the pub- 
lic. In a chapter on “Woman the Ob- 
scure,” he tells this story, which is here 
translated from the original “cockney” 
into something at least approaching Eng- 
lish. 

A fancy takin’ me, says the conductor, 
I drops into a place as were a cut above 
what I patronizes as a usual thing. | 
orders my steak, cut thick, underdone, 
and then I takes a look round. There 
were two females as had jest done. They 
were setting doing nothink. There was 
a waiter opposite to them, and he weren’t 
doing nothink neither. Presently a gent 
calls him, and off he goes. 

The moment he starts to wait on some- 
one else, they both hollers out, “Wait- 
er!” as if they hadn’t a second to spare. 
One of them says, “Give me the bill.” 

“Two butters and one bread,” he says. 

“Nothink of the sort,” says the fe- 
male. “It’s two breads and one butter.” 

He alters it, and hands her the bill. 

“Oh, you silly man,” she says, “I wants 
two bills. My friend here pays for her 
own.” 

So he makes out two bills instead. 

“Look ’ere,” 3 
“you’ve charged me for a joint, and I 
never had no joint.” 

“Yes,” says the other, “and you've 


had no entree.” 


I don’t remember which had who.” 
“Wery well,” says one; “then we must 
exchange bills.’ 
“Look ere,’ says one, 


says one of the females, 


charged me for an entree, an’ I never 
“Tt’s all the same,” says the waiter. 


“One had a joint an’ the other had an 
entree, and both is the same price, and 


“vou'y e 
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U'Keele's Special 


Turn It 


they are required—never the day after. 
For keeping the bed deliciously cool 
in the summer months there is nothing 
like sleeping on the sofa. 
To make people feel at home.—Visit 


charged me for a butter which I never 
had, an’ you haven't charged me for 
bread.” 

“Mine is wrong, too,” says the other, 
“because he’s charged me for a bread I 






muzzle of the revolver in a perfect line 
with the man. 

“Now,” she said, “Mr. Burglar, do you 
know what a telephone is?” 

“l’ve seen ’em.” 
















them at their own houses. 

To prevent sunburn.—Keep in the 
shade. 

The best thing to do if you desire to 
have soft white hands.—Nothing. 


Upside 


Down 


—DRINK IT ALL 
—NO DREGS 
—NOT CARBONATED 





Think Hard. 


It Pays to Think About Food. 


The unthinking life some people lead 
often causes trouble and sickness, as il- 
lustrated in the experience of a lady 
who resides in Fond du Lae, Wis.: 

“About four years ago I suffered 
dreadfully from indigestion, always hav- 
ing eaten whatever I liked, not think- 
ing of the digestible qualities, This in- 
digestion caused palpitation of the heart 
so badly I could not walk up a flight 
of stairs without sitting down once or 
twice to regain breath and strength. 

“I became alarmed and tried diet- 
ing, wore my clothes very loose, and 
many other remedies, but found no re- 
lief. 

“Hearing of the virtues of Grape- 
Nuts and Postum Food Coffee, I com- 
menced using them in place of my usual 
breakfast of coffee, cakes, or hot bis- 
cuit, and in one week’s time I was re- 
lieved of sour stomach and other ills 
attending indigestion. In a month’s 
time my heart was performing its fune- 
tions naturally, and I could climb stairs 
and ‘hills and walk long distances. 

“I gained ten pounds in this short 
time and my skin became clear, and | 








The success attained in 
the short time this Ale has 
been before the public is 
unprecedented. 

A single trial will con- 
vince, 

To be had at all hotels 
and dealers, 


The O'KEEFE BREWERY CO. 


OF TORONTO, Limited 





FOR MEN | completely regained my health and 
If you want to know what per- strength. I continue to use Grape-Nuts 


and Postum, for I feel that I owe my 
good health entirely to their use. I like 
the delicious flavor of Grape-Nuts, and 
by making Postum according to diree- 
tions it. cannot be distinguished from 
the highest grade of coffee.” Name given 
by Postum Co., Battle Creek, Mich. 


fect comfort is, trya pair of our house 


slippers at $2.00 ‘“ Hagar” make. 





H. & C. BLACHFORD 
114 YONGE STREET 










Comfortable Slippers 








“Take a look at one. 
Not you hand! 
your right.” 

“I see it.” 

“Then just turn the handle.” 

“That'll call up the Exchange, won't 
ty" 

“That’s just what it will do.” 

“Then I don’t turn it.” 

“If you don’t, I'll fire.” 

He looked at her furtively. 
mean it?’ he asked. 

“Do you want me to prove my words?” 

He shuttled his feet uneasily. 

“Steady, now. Keep still or you're a 
dead man.” 


Move your head. 
There’s one to 


“Do you 


“If 1 don’t turn that handle, you'll 
fire?” 
“Twill.” “ 


“Then ll turn it.” 

“Wait. You’ve got to do it under or- 
ders. At the word one—put your right 
hand on the handle. One!” He 
obeyed her. “At the word two—turn it, 
: Two!” He turned. “Now pick 
up the receiver—quick, man—and put it 
to your ear.” 

He looked like a fool, with one hand 
held high over his head and the other 
clasping the receiver to his ear. 

“Now,” she cried, “call out, ‘Are you 
the Exchange?” 

“Are you the Exchange?” the burglar 
repeated. 

“What do they say?” 

“Yes, they are.” 

“Then”’—the girl squared her lips 
“tell them to connect you with the Cen- 
tral Police Office!” 

The man jumped right round. 

“Steady!” cried the young lady. 
fire if you don’t do it directly.” 

“You won't!” 

“I will!” and she raised the muzzle 
just an inch higher and her eyes blazed, 
and 

“All right,” muttered the man, “I'm 


“TR 









CLARK’S 
MINCE MEAT 


A blessing to the busy 
housekeeper, in the holi- 
day season—A pure food 
necessity — Selected 
meats, pure spices—Blen- 
ding just right — Makes 
perfect pies—Sold in tins 
At all grocers. 
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Do you know 


Clark’s Delicious 
Pork and Beans? 


never had, an’ no butter, which is right.” 








The $t. Leger Shoe Co., 110 Yonge Street, Toronto 
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you ought to know without me telling 
you, an’ I never had neither.” 

He alters them and gets them worse 
than before; then he tears up both and 
starts fresh. After about three tries he 
got both bills made out to suit ’em, and 
then one of the ladies pulls out her purse 
and says that, after all, she'll pay for 
both, because she owes the other two 
shillin’s, and the other’s bill being two 
an’ nine, if the other pays her sixpence, 
that’ll be right, because six and three is 
nine. 

Then the two started discussing which 
owed the other. I didn’t stop to see the 
finish. When I left one was eleven an’ 
fiipence to the good, and the other was 
saying, “If | takes back the shilling an’ 
the penny stamp I gives you, and hands 
you the difference atween what you’ve 
paid and what I paid yesterday, then 
you'll owe me twopence.” 

As I say, I don’t understand females. 





“You tell me one bread, two butters, | 
says the waiter. 

“Yes,” she says, “but I meant to say 
two breads and one butter, and anyway 


The Modern Frankness. 
a 
This is the age of liberty, and in com- 
mon with many other things, the tongue 
has received considerable enfranchise- 
ment. Subjects which used to be for- 
bidden are now openly mentioned as a 


few decades ago it would have been con- 
sidered in bad taste to allude are spoken 
of without reserve. 

“How openly people talk of their pov- 
erty nowadays,” said grandmamma. “I do 
not think I like it. I prefer the dignified, 
old-fashioned reserve that bore its priva- 
tions in secret and showed a brave face 
to the world. I think for people to be al- 
ways saying how poor they are sounds 
like begging, for, of course, it always 
sets their friends to thinking what they 
ean do for them! 

“Another freedom of speech I do not 
like at all,’ she continued, “is the uni- 
versal use of ‘swear words,’ as the chil- 
dren call them, by really nice girls. They 
actually say that word that begins with 
‘d” which 1 cannot even repeat with per- 
fect ease. ‘Why, what else can I say to 
express my feelings, grannie?’ said my 
granddaughter the other day when I re- 
monstrated with her about it. ‘When t| 
was a girl,’ I answered, ‘and missed my ; 
croquet ball, I said, “Oh, sugar!”’ and 
you ought tu have heard her laugh!” 

“Well, for my part,” said the young 
matron to whom she was speaking, “I 
like the honesty of to-day which says 
just what it thinks. My girls when they 
are grown up read everything and talk 
about everything that 1 do, and T find 
that their discrimination of what is good 
and what is bad is quite as good as my 
own, but I sgree with you about the 
‘swear words,” she added. “IL never 
hear a woman swear without a shudder.” 





Grand Trunk Mileage Books 


any ticket office ; 1,000 
The cheapest and most 
Parti- 
corner 


Are on sale at 
miles for $25.00 
convenient method of traveling. 
culars at city office, north-west 
King and. Yonge streets. 





No Opening For the Devil. 





In a little Western town dwelt two 
ministers. One had been preaching there 
for twenty-five years; the other, though 
but recently come, had begun to draw 
large congregations. The older minister 
was a “paper preacher,” the younger 
was bumptious and possessed of some 
native eloquence. Meeting one day, the 
older minister asked ‘his brother how it 
was that he, who had had the fullest 
training for his work, and who gave him- 
self faithfully to the preparation of his 
sermons, should fail to hold his young 
people and fill his church. 

Asked by the young man to state his 
methods cf pulpit preparation, he an 
swered that all the study hours of the 
week from Monday to Saturday were 


matter of course, and topics to which a 
| 
| 
' 
I 





spent in careful study and in writing out 
fully his two sermons for the next Sun- 
day. 

“ll tell you where the trouble lies,” 
said the young preacher. “You start to 
write your sermons on Monday morning 
and seldom finish until Saturday night, 
and you forget that the old devil is all 
the while looking over your shoulder 
to take note of what you are going to 
say and steels the hearts of your people 
egainst your message. So the devil gets 
ahead of you. I always get ahead of the 
devil, for when I go into my pulpit Sun- 
day morning the devil himself don’t 
know what I am going to say.” 





Announcement. 





_ The Canadian Incandescent Gas Light- 
ing Company, having remodeled and re- 
fitted their establishment at 9 Queen 
street east, wish to announce to their 
patrons that they are in a position to 
furnish to the minutest detail every- 
thing in connection with and pertaining 
to the incandescent gas lighting  sys- 
tem. The public is cordially invited to 
inspect the showroom and secure excep- 
tionally low quotations on fixtures, 
study lamps, fancy shades, globes, and 
mantles. They are the agents for 
Humphrey Are Gas Lamp, the best 
lamp for space lighting known to the 
trade. 





A Sensitive Man. 
“Ah! good morning,’ said a well- 
known gentleman, addressing a man 
whom he met in the street. _ 

“Ilow are you, Colonel?” 

“Look here,” the first speaker, after a 
short pause, continued, “every day I dis- 
cover additional evidences of the fact 
that you do not like me. Why is it?’ 

“Do you mean why you discover the 
evidences or why I do not like you?” 

“Why you do not like me, of course.” 

“Well, in the first place, you are such 
an outrageous liar.” 

Tea: 

“And, in the second place, it has been 
proved that you are a thief.” 

“Well,” said the Colonel, “I merely 
wanted to know, and it strikes me that 
your reasons are very good. I am a sen- 
sitive man, and it nettles me to think 
that anyone dislikes me witout a cause. 
I am glad you have expressed yourself 
so clearly.” 
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best, that has ever been ‘heard at the Shea Theater. The 
performers are the “Four Cuttys,” brothers and sisters. 
Their work on the brass instruments is perfect, and almost 
equaled by their manipulation of the sweet “cello, the violin, 
flute, and piano. The vocal ability of these people is fully 
up to the standard of any quartette that Mr. Shea has intro- 
duced. Howard’s wonderfully intelligent ponies are here 
again, and besides doing all their old tricks, contribute many 
new and even more astounding feats to the programme. 
Some’ more dogs and monkeys have joined the troupe, and 
they also give an excellent account of themselves. Miss 
Aurie Dagwell sings in fairly good voice a number oi 
charming songs, the sweetest cf which is “ Sadie,” the 
scng in which Anna Held was so successful this' year. It is 
a pretty little thing, and will, no doubt, become very popu- 
lar. Miss Dagwell closes her act with an olio of songs of 
the different American States. Haines and Vidocq are 
comedians worthy of the name. Mr. Haines is original to a 
degree, and his irresistible humor finds its way to the sen- 
sitive spot and puts everyone in a good humor. ‘“ The Nine 
Nelsons” as acrobats are inimitable. It is beyond the 
imagination of many to understand how these little bits o: 
‘humanity can do the marvelous turns and twists they do. 
From the portly gentleman who is evidently papa to the 
wee mite who is brought on in a carpet-bag, the work of 
this family is wonderful. The kinetograph closes the show 
with four very ordinary pictures. 
x ok 
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EFFERSON DE ANGELIS, unquestionably (to my 
mind) the most droll and the most spontaneous low 
comedian on the American stage, has at length found 
a role worthy of his talents in a musical piece that 

gives scope for the serious efforts of a first-class singing 
organization. Since Mr. de Angelis rose on the horizon as 
a Stellar light, his ray has never shone unclouded until now. 
“The Jolly Musketeer” and “A Royal Rogue,” while pleas- 
ing in a harmless and inane fashion; were but poor vehicles 
for either the vocalist or the comedian, compared with * The 
Emerald Isle,” Sir Arthur Sullivan’s delightful posthumous 
opera. Mr. de Angelis as Prof. Bunn, Shakespearian re- 
citer, character impersonator, and prestidigitateur, is a cre- 
ation worthy of the best traditions of comic opera. He is 
comical without being vulgar, and absurd without being 
nonsensical. And, as never before, Mr. de Angelis has 
surrounded himself with trained and gifted vocalists, fully 
equal to the interpretation ef Sir Arthur Sullivan’s refined 
and beautiful scores. “The Emerald Isle” is genuinely 
Irish in spirit and atmosphere. The settings and costumes 
are no less pretty and characteristic than the music. Com- 
bined, all the influences that contribute to the ensemble of 
this exceedingly graceful production, are infectiously and 
irresistibly delightful. The book, by Captain Basil Hood. 
tells a very slight story, in which the chief ingredients are 
the bumptiousness of an Irish Lord Lieutenant. the con- 
spiracies of a secret order of the peasantry, the love affairs 
of a couple of young swains, and the inimitable drolleries of 
Bunn, the wandering professor of English pronunciation. 
After the long run of rag-time “operas,”’ so called, “ The 
Emerald Isle,” regarded from any standpoint, is a treat. 
With this expression of opinion I leave this last work oi 
the great composer to be more adequately dealt with by my 
colleague, the editor of the musical page. 
* * * 














MISS AUGUSTA GLOSE, 
With “The Liberty Belles,” appearing next week. 


most interestingly set forth in a good story which he tells 
on himself, as follows: 

“London society, as I have found it, is a lead-pipe 
cinch,” remarks Mr. Gilfoil. “I must tell you my experi- 
ence with a duke, when I was in London last spring. Just 
before I came away, a friend of mine, rather an aristocratic 
sort of a chap, called on me and said: ‘ Harry, I feel I 
have not done my duty to you on this trip; you have se- 
questered yourself too much. Now to-night I am going to 
introduce you to some of our upper ten. Here’s a card for 
a reception at the Duke of ——’s.’ I don’t mention the 
name of the duke,” adds Mr. Gilfoil in parenthesis, “ be- 
cause this is an absolutely true story, and this particular 
duke turned out to be a white man. 

“Well, of course I was tickled to death by the invita 
tion, and immediately after dinner we set out. We were 
ushered into a magnificent house and passed through several! 
rooms, which were lined with family portraits and flunkeys 


There is point in the “ World’s” protest against the ever- 
lasting dangling of the “Stars and Stripes” and screaming 
of United States national songs on Toronto stages. One 
does not have to be a Yankophobe to occupy a position of 
hostility towards this sort of thing, repeated in season and 
out of season, week after week, ad nauseam, as has been 
the case. This attitude is not pig-brained prejudice on 
Canadians’ part; it is one of simple self-respect. Canada 
is theatrically an annex of the United States, but we do not 
require to be reminded of it every time we venture into a 
playhouse. The local managers are to blame. They shoula 
insist on Canadian colors and songs being substituted when- 
ever possible, and failing that the number of Yankee airs 
and ensigns should be nothing more than international 
courtesy and the artistic requirements of the dramatic situ 
ation dictate. There is not one troupe in ten that visits 
Toronto that shows any disposition to make a decent con 
cession to our national sentiment. Why is it that, while 
“Yankee Doodle,” “The Star Spangled Banner” ana 
“Marching Through Georgia” are so often heard in our 
theaters, is only once in a blue moon that a visiting 
company pipes in a half-hearted way the British nationa 
anthem at the close of a performance? And, aiter all, this 
is not a direct compliment to Canadian nationality. Why 
is “ The Maple Leaf Forever” not heard sometimes in Ca 
nadian theaters? If a vis'ting operatic company wants to 
make a sensation, let them interpolate that spirited chorus 
and see how it takes. If the local theater managers were as 
wide awake as they ought to be, they. would ere this have 
tried the effect of “The Maple Leaf” as a substitute for 


* God Save the King’ at the close of musical performances. 
¢ &-% 


CONFIDENT? 


“ Jerome,” at the Grand, is the story of a poor, brave and 
cheerful soul much loved, and also much hated by the mean 
and envious. Jerome Edwards had, since the disappearance 
of his father, supported his mother and sister by much 
hard work and by perserverance, and at last had amassed 
wealth enough ($187 odd) to buy a piece of land by the 
river. By the preference shown him in the sale, however 
he makes two bitter enemies—one the rich miser of the 
town and one the doctor, as they also knew the value o! 
the property as a prospective mill-site. The miser tries te 
forestall Jerome in his contract with the railroad, and fail 
ng that, wrecks Jerome’s mill during a storm. There is =< 
love story woven through this sordid record of commercia 
greed \ rich girl loves Jerome as he loves her, but hi 
pride prevents him from speaking, much to her chagrin 
but the course of true love runs smooth in the end. Money 
is left them and they “live happy ever after.” “Jerome” is 
a pastoral play with plenty of incident to keep one’s interes 
aroused. The scenery is very pretty and the wreck of the 
mill is well managed. Walter E. Perkins. who plays th. 
title role, is a very young-looking—in fact a very boyish— 
actor, vivacious, natural and very popular. The women o 
the company are all pretty, and their costumes dainty. The 
spirit of the play is somewhat different from the ordinary 
run of pastoral dramas, and is quite a relief 
ness and simplicity. 
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Mr. Shea could not have selected a more enjoyable o: 
attractive programme to occupy the boards of his house 
for Christmas week. Everyone leaves the theater favorably 
impressed. Those acts which are not new in Toronto are 
of so good a calibre as to be always welcomed here. The 
bill is opened by the De Forests, whirlwind dancers. They 
are extremely graceful, and their work is bewildering], 
clever. Tom Moore can certainly sing coon songs; in fact 
if the colored artists who sometimes appear ‘here all sans 
as well, coon-singing wou'd be better appreciated. H 
must have a great pair of lungs. His articulation is beyond 
comparison, and the way he juggles with his words is posi 
tively astonishing. His own song, “ The Missionary Man,” 
is a clever composition both from a musical and rhythmica' 
standpoint. The musical act is one of the best. if not the 
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It was awe-inspiring, I assure you. I never telt my small- 
ness so much before. At last we reached an immense room 
which was full of people. There was a platform at one end 
of it, but before I could get my bearings at all, His Grace 
came forward and shook me by the hand. 

“He set me at my ease in an instant, and we stood there 
chatting for five minutes, then His Grace remarked: ‘ By 
the way, Mr. Gilfoil, We have heard such a lot about you, 
won’t you recite something for us?’ Of course I said 1 
wculd be delighted. His Grace was such a good fellow that 
I'd have done a good deal more than that for him. So I 
climbed up on the little platform, and I kept His Grace’s 
guests in a good humor for ngarly half att hour. 

“* Old man,’ said I, as I grasped my aristocratic friend 
by the hand, ‘you have given me the most charming even- 
ing of my life.’ 7 

“*That’s all right, Harry,’ said my friend. 

“About two weeks after my return home I received this 
letter from my aristocratic friend: 

“* My dear Harry,—When are you coming to London 
again? Although you do not know it, Harry, you were 
the means of getting me out of the largest hole I ever fell 
into in my life. If it hadn’t been for the fifty pounds ] 
received for your services at the duke’s that night, Heaven 
only knows what would have become of me.’” 

ee 

Mr. Martin Harvey, who is to come to Toronto for the 
first time at the Princess Theater about the middle 
cf January, is at present touring in the States. 
A correspondent who knows Mr. Harvey and_ his 
work sends me some particulars about the actor and his 
plays, from which I cull the following: ‘Mr. Martin Har- 
vey is presenting a double bill, consisting of ‘A Cigarette 
Maker’s Romance,’ a powerful dramatization of Marion 
Crawford’s novel, preceded by ‘ Rouget de I'Isle,’ a story of 
the Marseillaise. The role of the Count in the first of these 
plays is singularly well suited to Mr. Harvey’s power, and 
in its portrayal he has done a capital piece of work. He 
shows the semi-mysticism of the character, the perplexity 
of the man struggling with one personality to recover the 
other. His greatest charm is perhaps his sympathetic qual- 
ity; he marks most pathetically the refinement and high- 
mindedness of the young Count, at the same time throwing 
a touch of melting human sympathy into his vagaries. In 
like manner his embodiment of the starving young com- 
poser of the French national anthem fairly throbs with 
pathos. The time of the French Revolution is a favorite 
one with Mr. Harvey, and has provided him with another 
great character, that of Sydney Carton in ‘The Only Way,’ 
the adaptation of Charles Dickens’ ‘Tale of Two Cities.’ 
Mr. Harvey has also been playing in ‘The Children 0: 
Kings,’ the musical accompaniment to which was composed 
by Humperdinck, but it is not known at present what he 
will give us in Toronto.” 

* 

Mr. E. H. Sothern begins his New York engagement ir 
* Hamlet” next week, succeeding Mr. Willard at the Garden 
Theater. Mr. Willard, by the way, is said to have “ dis- 
covered” a new dramatist, one Harry K. Chambers, here- 
tofore a New York clerk, who wrote and submitted to th 
great English actor a comedy which the latter has ac 
cepted and thinks may rival “ The Professor’s Love Story” 
in popularity. Mr. Willard’s courtesy te embryo playwright- 
is proverbial and seems to have been unexpectedly rewarded. 
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“The Liberty Be‘les,” the new musical comedy by Harry 
B. Smith, presented by Klaw and Erlanger’s “ Trouba- 
dours,” including Harry Gilfoil, will be the attraction at the 
Prinecss Theater for New Year’s week, with an extra holi- 
day matinee on Thursday, New Year’s Day. “The Lib- 
erty Belles” is presented in three acts. The scenes repre- 
sent the dormitory of a young ladies’ seminary, the cooking 
school cf “ The Liberty Belles” and a fashionable hotel in 
Florida. The curtain rises on the dormitory scene, pre- 
senting thirty of the handsomest young women en deshab- 
ille, indulging in a clandestine midnight lark in the absence 
of their teachers. This incident is brcught to an abrupt 
termination by the entrance of two college students disguised 
as burglars, who create a scene and are arrested, refusing 
to reveal their identity. This incident brings the principal 
of the school, Mrs. Dr. Sprowl, on the scene, and she noti- 
fies the ring-leaders that they will be expelled the next day. 
They do not wait for formal expulsion, but depart in the 
night. In the second act, they are running a cooking school 
for a livelihood. In this part of the piece the sentimental 
and humorous are interwoven. A novel climax brings this act 
to an end and carries the story and the principals to Flor- 
ida, where there is a happy solution to all of the humorous 
difficulties that beset the characters. 


—_—_—_—_—_—_—_—_———— Os 

“Innocence Island,” a new story, will be commenced in 

our next issue. Don’t miss the opening chapters. 
—_—_—_—<$.-——_—_- 

Mr. Ower—I feel very bad, doctcr; I seem to have lost 
all nerve. Doctor—I don’t think you have, sir, or you 
wou'dn’t have the face to call on me, considering you've 
owed me an account for over two years. 
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The political leaders of Ontario prepare for the final plunge. 
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PARKDALE METHODIST CHURCH. 

VISIT to Parkdale Methodist Church last Sunday 
evening afforded me still one more illustration ot 
the remarkable and gratifying development of the 
church choirs of the city. I was forturate in find- 
ing that a special Christmas service had been arranged for 
the occasion, and that the selections, while not drawn, as 
is customary, from Handel’s “ Messiah,” were appropriate 
and had in each case some point of distinctive interest. The 
organist and choirmaster is Mr. A. B. Jury, who was for- 
merly at Bond Street Congregational Church. He has a 
voluntary choir of forty-seven voices, divided as follows: 
Sopranos, 16; altcs, 12; tenors, 9, and basses, 10. There is 
no professional quartette, and the only paid singer is Mrs. 
Jury, the principal soprano. The organ is an ordinary 
serviceable instrument with no fancy attachments or regis- 
ters, but with a fairly good foundation basis. The consoe 
had been brought out about three feet from its former in- 
convenient position, but the work of alteration was not com- 
pleted. Mr. Jury consequently found himself hamperca 
somewhat in his organ work, as all the pedal connections 
had not been made. The choir, although purely voluntar,. 
contain excellent material, probably drawn from a laige 
district. They sang refreshingly well in tune, and with a 
good quality of tone in all the sections, and throughout the 
service showed evidence of not only careful training, but ci 
an anxious desire to observe scrupulously all the niceties o¢ 
expression and the nuances of shading. It is evident that 
the choirmasters of all the leading denominational churches 
are vying with each other in an honest endeavor to raise 
the standard of the musical services. The force of goud 
example is speedily telt, and I have no doubt that the credit 
for the friendly emwiation [ have noticed in this matter 15 
due to one or two churches | could mention that initiated 
the good movement. 

Mr. Jury’s opening voluntaries were the “ Vision” by 
Rheinberger, and exccrpts from Schumann’s “ Faust.” Tie 
choir then sang, unaccompanied, Suilivan’s “I Sing vhe 
B.rvh.” This was beautifully rendered, the parts beinz 
proportionately balanced, the intonation well preserved, and 
the expressive emphases smocthly posed, there being none of 
that disagreeable jerkiness in-the accents which one some- 
times notices in the singing of amateurs. Altogether a taking 
number, the congreyation must have felt, botn musicai.y 
and devotionally. The congregation sang the ‘ Doxology ° 
with a moderate degree of sunority, and then tollowe:t 
V.ndewatter’s “ The Christ -Child,” a very sweet, meloa- 
ous and simple number with a touch of the sentimentality 
that is often associated with the solos at revival meeuny> 
This number was sung by Mrs. Jury, and showed her voice 
to great advantage, the texture of the music being such that 
‘the best part of her voice was employed, and its best tona: 
quality enlisted. Her rendering was satisfying and gratetul, 
and marked by an expression that, while restrained, was sim- 
cere and moving. The cheerful character of the refrain was 
quite appropriate. The congregation joined heartily in the 
hymn, “Joy to the World,” and a male quartette composed 
of Messrs. C. Parker, W. Wheatley, A. B. Jury and L. 
Briggs sang, unaccompanied, “ Sleep, Holy Babe,” a num- 
ber simply and yet richly harmonized. This was sung witn 
praiseworthy finish in the details, and with well balanced 
tone. I might mention the decrescendo from piano iv 
pianissimo as being very delicately etfected. ‘The next uum- 
ber for the choir, Stainer’s “here was silence in Bethle- 
hem,” was another appropriate and attractive selection. 
The anticipatory gladness expressed in the music was ef- 
fectively revealed in the treatment by the singers. St. 
Quintin’s “ Emanuel,” for alto solo, was contributed by 
Miss M. Wilson. This lady has a sweet and sympathetic 
voice, and with this natural advantage aided by warmth of 
expression, she was enabled to give appealing emouonal 
value to the music. Gounod’s “ Sanctus,” for the choir and 
soprano solo (Mrs. Jury) was the next important choral 
number. The Gounod excerpt is exacting in its demands 
both upon the choir and the soloist. Both Mrs. Jury and 
the choir may be congratulated upon the excellent showing 
they made, despite this fact. The gradual crescendo leading 
up to the final soft echoing words was admirable. Mrs. Jury 
sang with power and finish of phrasing, although the part 
perhaps lies a little high for her character of voice. 

The final choral number, which was unaccompanied, was 
“In heavenly love abiding,” by W. E. Brown. The choir 
was divided, the second section humming the accompani- 
ment to the last verse. The effect was distinctly good, al- 
though whether strictly suited to the service of the church 
I must leave the religious authorities to decide. The soft 
singing in this number was very finished, and at a concert 
would have been pronounced delightful. 

Mr. Jury brought a comprehensive and judiciously ar- 
ranged programme to a fitting close with the indispensable 
Handel * Hallelujah.” From the enumeration I have given 
of the items of the programme it will be seen that the selec- 
tions were not only more varied, and in a certain sense more 
ornate, than are ordinarily offerad at a church service, but 
were chosen with a very judicious idea as to what would 
prove vocally grateful and interesting to the singers, and 
at the same time touch the devotional feelings of the con- 
gregation. It is worthy of note as something unusual to 
find the organist leave his post at the desk and take a part 
efficiently as a member of a quartette, as did Mr. Jury. The 
ability of the organist to sing must of course add greatly to 
his authoritative direction of the choir. I might add that 
Mr. Jury has greatly enlarged the field of his musical selec- 
tions as compared with his repertory when at Bond Street 
Congregational Church. He has also a larger, and better 
trained choir, and in many ways more rescurces. No doubt 
he enjoys increased scope for development at the Parkdale 
Church. There may be a few critics who may object that 
some of his numbers on the Sunday evening under notice 
were too mellifluous—I would like to say sugary—for church 
purposes. I, for one, shall make no objection of the kind, 
for I think the fact that the feelings of the congregation 
were obviously touched by these very numbers should be 
sufficient justification for their introduction. In this par- 
ticular instance it might be said musically that “the end 
justified the means.” Let us be thankful that we are getting 
music in some of our churches that rivets the attention and 
touches the heart, in place of the dry ecclesiastical stuff 
that either bored the hearer or sent his thoughts wandering 
to other environments. CHERUBINO. 





Shattered Dignity. 


HE crude humor that makes the small boy want io 
T throw a stone at a silk hat on a man bristling with 
dignity is not to be disposed of as a mere ill-con- 
ceived prank of youth. There is deep in most people a 
spring of unsubduable humor that leaps gleefully when 
conscious dignity gets a fair tumble. That is why, for all 
the solemnity of the place, the soberest charity and the best- 
bred propriety in the world could not prevent a titter at 
a little farce that happened once in a church. A gentleman 
and his wife, who were offended at something the preacher 
said, gravely rose and stalked toward the door, with their 
heads held high in assertive disdain. The wife followed the 
husband. Unfortunately, when they were half-way dow: 
the aisle, the husband dropped his glove, and stooped to 
pick it up. Fate, the humorist, determined that the wife 
should keep her head so high that she did not see her hus- 
band stoop. She wént sailing on and doubled over him in 
riotous confusion. The ¢ongregation held its breath and 
kept its composure. The two recovered themselves and 
wont on. Hoping to escape quickly, they turned to what 
looked like a side door. The husband pulled it open with 
on impressive swing. Before he could close it out tumbled 
the window-pole, a long duster and a step-ladder. The con- 
gregation could hold its minth no longer, and man and wife 
fled to the real exit in undignified haste amid a general and 
pervasive snicker, 
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HILE we were at-iuncheon to-day, the Doctor 
called. One always uses a definite article to 
describe one’s family physician. Other doctors 
may be quite as uniquely giited, but there is 

only one to whom we turn when things go wrong, and he 
is “the” Doctor. After luncheon Mamma said she was glad 
he had come, because she thought I wasn’t looking as well 
as she wished, and then she left the Doctor to talk to me. 
There isn’t anyone So kind in the world to a girl as a good 
doctor. When he asked me some questions about how I 
slept, and so on, I felt that if he didn’t go away directly 1 
should cry, and I did. And he just sat, holding my hand 
and stroking it, and presently suggested that I should come 
for a drive with him into the country immediately. I was 
afraid to refuse, and we were soon away, and the tears were 
quite forgotten. As we were driving home the Doctor said, 
“Little girls who have only to get plenty ot fresh air to 
brighten them up aren’t in a very bad way. Let me tell you 
that your people are anxious about you, and are speaking 
of going abroad with you, so, if you don’t want to leave 
town you'd better stop moping—I declare I believe you're 
in love!” I turned to refute the accusation with spirit, and 
happened to look to the sidewalk, where I+ saw Mamma’s 
friend waiting to help me down at our own door. ‘hen I 
did a foolish thing. I begged the Doctor to drive on. I 
was red as a peony, and tingling all over with distress, and 
the Doctor drove on, and as he drove he gently whistled. 
How much one can say with a certain sort of whistle, whic: 
would be even more horrid in words! When we had gone 
round the block, the Doctor remarked that he thought the 
fine weather was about over, and that he had a consultation. 
at four o’clock and. would set me down anywhere I wished 
I meekly said I’d like to go home. 

+ oe & 

Mamma’s friend had come to ask us to go to the theate: 
and see the English company play “A Message from Mars.’ 
We sat and watched the play and talked about the actors, 
and all the time I was most sprightly and really felt quite 
elated with myself. All the acting wasn’t on the stage! 
When Mamma’s friend put on my wrap, and tucked me 
into the carriage, and I heard one of my girl friends remark, 
“‘Miss Debutante is having another flirtation—isn’t she sly 
about it?” I laughed rather loudly and called ‘‘au revoir’ 
to him as he went by tram to join us at supper. Every 
time I looked at him all the evening I could hear that hate- 
ful little whistle the Doctor had made. And when Charlie 
Jones turned up at supper, on Mamma’s nod he said, I 
asked him to come into the conservatory with me—actually 
—Charlie Jones! ,And we sat under the big palm and talked 
for half an hour, until Mamma called us in. I don’t think 
she was quite pleased, but—well, she hadn’t heard that 
whistle! 

* * * 

The Butterfly has come back from New York. He looks 
as if he’d been going it, Charlie Jones says. He saw him 
at the play with Miss Passee. Poor, dear Butterfly. I miss 
his little visits and his chaff and his flowers. We shall never 
be the same chums as before, unless—well, perhaps he will 
be good and do as I want him to. To-day some flowers 
came, lovely ones, for Mamma, from her friend from Eng- 
land. They weren’t cyclaméns, but American Beauties. I 
don’t like them, vulgar-looking, over-scented, multi-mil- 
lionaire blooms. Nouveaux-riches among the flowers, I cali 
them, but, of course, only in the faintest whisper to myself. 
(You can only keep cyclamens a week, no matter what you 
do.) 

: + & 

We had such a pretty dinner on Christmas day, just a 
few people that we like very much, and I don’t think I have 
been happier for a fortnight. I laugh a good deal, and play 
and sing and dance more, and I am so tired that I hhave to 
go to sleep the moment I go to bed. Mamma and I don’t 
have our talks so often now, because some friends are with 
us, and they like sitting up late, and as the Doctor said 1 
must try and be in bed by eleven whenever I spent the 
evening at home, I just kiss her in the drawing-room and 
leave her with her guests. One of our visitors is quite as 
bad as, or worse than, Miss Passee for asking questions. 
She asked me to-day if I’d prefer to settle down in Toronto 
or go to New York or Boston, and did I ever think o1 
England as my future home. She said she asked me that 
because before she arrived she heard Mamma was trying to 
marry me to an Englishman, and that Papa and she would 
both love to go to England to live. I nearly dropped, but 
I revived when she went on to say that she had noticed I 
did not care for the Englishman, who was really an awfully 
stupid bookworm, and “not at all your style.” What do 
you think of that? If she doesn’t soon go away, I shall 
explode! 

* ok x 

My Christmas presents were really lovely-—the cloak, o! 
course, from Mamma, and a lovely little watch from Papa 
I gave my little silver one to Norah, and she was so de- 
lighted, just as much as I was when I got it new six years 
or more ago. Norah is a warm-hearted girl; sometimes she 
says such strange things in a. half-thoughtful way. To-day 
some more cyclamens came, and when I wouldn't let her 
open the box for me she gave it to me with her eyes cast 
down, and said, “’Tis right, indeed, Miss, that no one 
should see them first but yourself. The charm’s out else, 
may be.” I did want to ask her what she meant, so much 
but thought it not quite what I should do. They were so 
beautiful that I said, “Yeu dar'ings,” and Norah’s ey 
was simply electric with some fun or other. I shall not 
encourage her so much. One is apt to do so, with Irish 
maids, because they are so primitive and hearty and uncon- 
scious, I suppose. 

* * * 

To-night Mamma and I had a little chat. I told her 
what the guest had said about Papa’s and her wish to go to 
England to live. “It is quite true, dear, that we talked of 
it, but only on your account. Papa thinks this climate tries 
you too much. You'd like to live in England. dawtie. 
wouldn’t you?” Then I let Mamma. have a private re- 
hearsal. ‘ Certainly not, unless I were obliged to. Canada 
is a great country, and I am Canadian born. [ cannot think 
what made you fancy I preferred England.” It was very 
wicked of me, and beside being cheeky it was a shocking 
story—at least, in some parts it was, but at all events ii 
sittled Mamma. “ You don’t know how glad I am that you 
are so happy here and everyone is so kind and speaks sc 
nicely of you,” said the dear Mother. “ Only to-day Miss 
Passee, who isn’t at all a flatterer, told me that you were 
the very nicest debutante she had met this season.”” Dear 
old Diary, do you know what I said in the very back of my 
mind? Well, just that I agreed with Charlie Jones’ remark 
about the Butterfly! 

“ 


How cloud and sunshine seem to flit over my life. 
Christmas was so lovely and bright and homesome, and to 
day, the very day after, such a sorrowful thing came abou. 
It was only an hour I spent beside a sick girl’s bed, but 
somehow it has set me all ago again in that wretched mopy 
way. It is the girl who was in love with someone who did 
not care for her, and she has been very ill. She sent for 
me and I rushed off at once to see her. I even took up my 
cyclamens to give her, but somehow I couldn't, and pm 
them back in water. She says she doesn’t really care if sn: 
never gets well, that she might as well die as live without 
that silly man. It made me quite out of humor with her 
poor, pale thing. It sounded so French-novelly. and house 
maidish. No matter how much I was in love, I'd never say 


times bothers me quite enough. 


that, nor do it either. 


Perhaps, as she told me, [I don’t 
know what real love is. 


Well, whatever I know, it some- 
I believe I shall try and 
find out whether that man really doesn’t care a copper for 
her. Poor thing! It’s a good thing to have some one whu 
will take that trouble for another. 
ee 

It is very late. Mamma has been here, and told me to 
go to bed at once, but I must just tell you, my dear old 
discreet Diary, the queerest thing of all. Our inquisitive 
guest is the aunt of the man with whom my girl friend is in 
love. She was talking about him to-night (I started her) 
and she says the never flirts with anyone in his city, because 
he is attached to some girl who has wonderful golden hair. 
for the aunt looked in his room once and found a picture of 
this girl, in a ball gown, and the man had written on it “The 
only girl I ever loved.” Now, my girl friend has the most 
lovely hair, as yellow as gold, and she has ‘had a good many 
pictures taken in evening dress. That man is coming here 
to visit some one I know to-mcrrow, just to stay over Sun- 
day, and oh, if I only dare say to him, * Please, sir, the only 
girl you ever loved is pining away because she loves you. 
Why don’t you have a settlement of your emotions?” or 
something to that effect. It will be just like a story! I 
shall do it, and oh, dear Diary, if I fall by the way, you 
at least will know I meant well. 





“Innocence Island,” a new story, will be commenced in 
our next issue. Don’t miss the opening chapters. 





A Christmas Bear Story. 


© was one of the members of a great big influential 
Toronto law firm, with the right to have his name 

appear on its letter-heads, the blessed’ privilege of 

carrying a blue bag up York street to Osgoode 

Hall every morning, and enjoying the intellectual struggle 








FOUR OF THE SEASON’S 





MISS ELSIE RIDDELI.. 


of living and dressing like a man of importance on five 
hundred dollars a year. He had wandered far afield on a 
still hunt after a deed, a mortgage or a will in the wilds 
of North-Eastern Ontario in the interests of his firm, and 
it was Christmas Eve. This is where the bear comes into 
the story. The girl had been in it for two weeks and had 
divided the attention of the young barrister with the legal 
document. But Christmas Eve is pre-eminently the time 
for sentiment, and in the garb that he was wont to create 
a sensation with on the south side of Toronto's King street 
he pursued the even tenor of his way along the moon-lit 
snow-covered lumber road that led to the home of the girl’s 
father, with the hope that peace on earth would be assured 
to his treubled heart that night and that there would be 
good-will tewards one man at least on the part of one blue- 
eyed girl. the daughter of the kindly doctor of the Canadian 
backwoeds. The bear came swinging after him. and he 
heard the regular pat-pat of his clumsy gallop on the hard 
road. In a moon-lighted clearance he saw the black form at 
the other side, and the veung lawyer beat his record as the 
best Osgoode Rugby half-back of his time. He arrived 
about eight seconds before the bear at the tree-shadowed 
garden gate of the dove-cot of the only girl he had loved 
beyond the matinee stage, and he knew that eight seconds 
was better time than he could make in the fifty yards be- 
tween him and the other side of the closed door ahead. He 
rose to the occasion and climbed the gate, and then the thin 
poplar overhanging. while the bear nerched companionably 
cn the gate-vrost and seemed buried in abstruse calculations 
as to the difficulties bears encounter in the way of climbing 
immaturely developed saplings. There they sat. while the 
night grew old and cold, and listened to the girl inside sing- 
ing to the accompaniment of the keen north wind that 
whistled through the forest and the raiment of the young 
lawyer, “ Hark, the herald angels sing.” It didn’t worry 
the bear. He seemed to be interested in the lawyer and 
his spasmodic yells from the tree-top, which the roaring of 
the wind carried away into the depths of the forest instead 
of the warm, bright parlor. When the doctor. returning 
from a sick call, rescued bim about eleven o'clock and 
brought him inside and thawed him out with a stiff tumbler 
of punch, he didn’t have that joyful Christmassy feeling that 




































Christians should have, for the girl sat on the sofa with the 
bear and pinched its ears, and said that “the horrid, naughty 
little bear wouldn’t be her pet any more, even if she had 
loved it since it was a weeny-weeny little cub,’’ and then 
she would bury her face in the shaggy coat of the household 
pet, and the young lawyer had the horrible thought that 
she was suffocating from some internal emotion. He might 
have proposed that night in spite of everything if the bear 
hadn’t persisted in quietly growling every time he opened 
his. mouth. Then the girl wculd try to look serious, and 
couldn’t. No man can propose to a girl convulsively laugh- 
ing internally with a growling bear that has literally had 
you treed for three hours of a northern winter night lolling 
peacefully on the hcarth-rug at his feet. Even a young 
Toronto lawyer, with his name on the letter-head of his firm, 
has his limitations. CHARLES LEWIS SHAW. 


they did not think he had a ghost of a show to win. When 
they called us out they saw Seven Points had a new driver 
and they got wise at once, and cut him 25 to 1, and before 
we got away he was Io to I. 

I had no trouble in winning the race in three straight 
heats. Time, 2.11, 2.11, 2.11%. The farmer’s horse was set 
back for running in the first heat. The next heat he got 
the flag. Mr. Whitson won $2,000 in cash, also the farmer’s 
five milch cows. The next day he sold them at public auc- 
tion at the fair grounds, and when I was packing up he 
came to me and made me a present of $500 for winning the 
race. ‘ 

I gave him instructions how to handle his horse in the 
future, and he wrote me not long ago that the had followed 
my instructions to the dot and his horse was now as steady 
as a clock; track records were at his mercy; in all he was 
one of the greatest free-for-all pacers in America. 

An old saying, but a true one, “all comes to him who 
waits.” G. B. THOMAS. 





“Tnnocence Island,” a new story, will be commenced in 
our next issue. Don’t miss the opening chapters. 
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Seven Points, the Spotted Pacer. a \ 
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nessed some queer incidents that happened on different 

tracks. At the old Canal Dover track, where I was quar- 
tered the day before the 2.12 pace came off, a man with an 
ugly spotted pacer, which he called Seven Points, had 
taken a box stall on the left of me—the only one that was 
vacant in the west wing of the stables. After he got settled, 
like all other horsemen, we formed an acquaintance very 
quickly. His name was Oliver Whitson, and he was from 
Nashville, Tennessee—the home of king-pin pacers. After 
I had talked with him he said to me, “I am in tough luck. 
I must be candid with you. I have not won a dollar with 
my horse this season. I am positive he has more speed 
than anything in his class, but he is a bad actor, though a 
better horse to score never looked through a bridle.” 


N the fall cf 1880, while campaigning Bessie K., I wit- 
I That Turkey. 





Christmas Eve.—* There,” cried Mr. Plato Jones, fling- 
ing the door open and dropping a fine, fat turkey on the 
table; “there’s a champion bird, if you like. It weighs 
twenty-fcur pounds if it weighs an cunce. And I won it in 
a raffle!” 

“Oh, what luck!” cried the good lady. 

Christmas Day.—“‘ This turkey is sublime!” It was 
brown, smoking hot. Mr. Plato Jones raised his glass. 
“To the health of this wonderful bird!” 

“Hear, hear! with all my heart!” said his wife. 

Boxing Day.—‘‘ I declare, my dear,” said the gentleman, 
“T believe this turkey eats better than ever, now it’s cold.” 

“T believe it does,” she agreed. 

December 27th.—‘ Cold turkey again, eh? 
might do worse than eat cold turkey twice. 
seem to have any appetite.” 

“Do try and eat a bit.” 

December 28th.—‘ What—still cold turkey? I don’t want 
cold turkey every day for the rest of my natural life. Even 
a bird of this quality palls!” 

“All right, my dear. 
row.” 

December 29th.—‘‘ There, dear, I’ve grilled a leg for 
you. I hepe you will like it.” 

“T hope I shall. But I have my doubts.” 

Decemb r 30-h.—‘ What the dickens? 

“Yes, dear, stewed. 





Well, a man 
3ut I don’t 


DEBUTANTES IN TORONTO. 


I’ll do something with it to-mor- 


>) 


Turkey again 
It would be such a pity to waste 


“Tt would. Waste not, want not. But I wish I had won 
a sparrow.” 

Dee mber 31st.— What’s for dinner, Mrs. 

“ Hash, dear.” 

“Hash, eh? Is there—is there any 

“ There is—a little.” 

“A little?” He turned 
believe it’s all turkey!” 

January tst.—“* What!” yelled Mr. Plato Jones. “Hashed 
turkey again? I can’t stand it. I won't stand it. What have 
I done to be haunted by a gobbler like this? Hence! Out 
of my sight, accursed thing! Give it to the cat, and cut me 
a hunk of bread and cheese. And if ever I win another 
twenty-four pound turkey, I’II—I’ll lose it on the way home!” 


Jones?” 


>) 


any turkey in it? 





over with the big spoon. “TI 





“Innocence Island,” a new story, will be commenced in 
our next issue. Don’t miss the opening chapters. 





Cleared Up. 


UDDLETON-—Say, o!d man, as you're an old married 

M man, I’d like your opinion about somcthing,. 
Middleten—That’s the most striking difference 

b.twecen you and my wife. But what’s the matter? 

Muddleton—Why, say, confidentially, don’t you think a 
pair of blankets is kind of a peculiar Christmas present for 
a girl to send the man she’s engaged to? 

Middle tcn—Ha, ‘ha, ha! Maybe she meant it as a delicate 
as urance she wasn’t going to leave him out in the cold. 

Muddleton—Confound you! if I'd known you were go- 
ing to hee-haw like an ass about it I’d never have said a 
word to you about it. 

Middleton—Oh, by Jove! you don’t 
man? 

Muddleton—Well, yes, I am. 

Middletcen—And Miss Daintry sent ‘em? 

Muddleton—Yes. Singular prescnt, don’t you think? 

Midd! ton—P‘ural, I shculd say. I think you said there 
was a pair? o 

Muddleton—Oh, if you’re going to behave like a fool 
all the time 

Middle‘on—Don’'t get excited, old chap. Of 
there’s some mistake. Fact is, ] remember now— 

Muddleten—No, there’s no mistake at all. That's what 
I thought, cf course, till I read the note she enclosed in the 
bundle. That makes it sure she meant them for me all 
right. 

M‘ddleton—Nonsense. The bundles have been delivered 
at the wrong addresses. As I was going to say, I remember 
now that my wife went with her to pick out some blankets 
she was going to send to an old nurse of hers. 

Muddletcn—But I tell you there’s her note, She couldn't 
possibly mean it for anyone else than-TI. 
somcthing that makes that positive. 

Middleton—Why net? What was it? 

Muddket n—Well, if you'll never tell. she—she wrote, 
“With many, many wishes for a Vety mierty Christmas from 





mean you're the 





course, 


She—she mentions 





MISS GLADYS HARDY, 


the little girl yout have so often held ott your knee.” There, 
you don’t suppose she’s beeti roosting atotnd promiscuously, 
do you? 

Middleton—Oh, oh, oh! That’s the best ever 
see it applies to her old nurse as well 
chump! 

Muddleton—Her nurse, did you say? I—it—that is——. 
Oh, if you ever tell——!—Alex. Ricketts in “Town Topics.” 
_ 

“Innocence Island 
our next issue, 
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Lock.ng quite surprised, I said, “ That certainly is a case 
of ul-luck.” 

“Yes, I have not been in the money once.” 

“Well, sir, what seems to be the trouble? You know 
there’s aiways a cause fur everything. 
work him ou: to-morrew morning? 
changes needed in his rigging.” 

“Eh, what?” he excla.med. “Are you a conditioner?” 

Smiling, I said, “ That’s whet they call me. I gave Bessie 
Bonehill her mark of 2.05% and Bessie K. there in the next 
stall a mark of 2.12%, last quarter in 29% seconds, in a 
seven-heat race.” 

“All right, sir, you may work him out, and also drive f 
him in the race.” : 

He ordered the caretaker to hook up the horse. 
him all 


Can’t you 
as to you? You 
Suppose you let me 
There may be some 


” . 


a new story, will be commenced in 
Don’t miss the opening chapters. 








I eyed , 
over as he led him out of the stall door, long and 
rangy. wth a clean set of limbs, an intelligent head, a set 
of sloping hips, like Atlantic King’s for all the world, As 
soon as he was hooked up 1 mounted the bike. he gave mi 
his orders how to work him, and I jogged him the wrong 
way of the track to warm him up. After this I turned and 
scored down to give him a good, stiff mile. I left the whip 
that the had always used at the stall when I left the wire, and 
soon saw what was wrong—the horse had been used badly; 
being a high-bred animal, he had to be handled with care. 
I whistled, sang, and coaxed him, loosened and tightened 
my hold on the lines. I fairly made him believe he was 
running away. His owner caught us at the half in 1.04, a 
2.08 gait. 

When I went back to the stable Mr. Whitson congratu- 
lated me. 1 said that regardless of the big class I thought 
I could win with him in straight heats. “If I don’t I will 
never drive an°vr race.” 

Just then a farmer walked up who had a horse in the 
same race, ond sad that he cculd not be beaten in his class. 
“T have no ready money, but I will bet you five milch 
cows to any amc unt «f money that I can win the race with 
Alvin W.,” said he. 

I winked at Mr. Whitson and he took the bet. 

There were fourteen starters. The most of them were 
all prices. The bookies held Alvin W. at even money, and 
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TRANSPORTATION — RAIL AND WATER 
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North German Lloyd 


Regular express sailings to 
Naples and Genoa via Gib 
raltar. Nearly all outside 
rooms. Splendidly ventilated 





Sailings, rates, plans and full information— 


BARLOW CUMBERLAND 
72 Yonge St., Toronto 


AMERICAN LINE 


New YorK—SouTHAMPTON—LONDON 
Sailing Wednesdays at 10 a.m. 
St. Louis...... Dec. 24| St. Paul........ Jan, 7 
Philadelphia... Dec. 31 | Philadelphia...Jan, 14 


RED STAR LINE 
New YORK—ANTWERP—P4ARIS 
Sailing Saturdays 10 a.m. 


Vaderland... .. Dec. 2) | Zeeland........Jan. 10 
Kroonland...... Jar. 3| Finland........Jan.17 


Piers 14 and 15, N.R. Office—73 Broadway, N.Y. 
Barlow Camberland, 72 Yonge St., Toronto 


BERMUDA JAMAICA 
FLORIDA WEST INDIES 


Send post-card for sailings and rates just issued. 


BARLOW CUMBERLAND 
72 Wenge St., Toronto 
rr ___— 


ITALIAN ROYAL MAIL LINE, 


New York and Mediterranian Ports. 


Splendid new steamships fitted with the 
- ery latest improvements. Weekly sailings. 

















@ M. MELVILLE, Can. Pass. Agent, Toronto 
RS 





The Sign on the Window 


at 69 1-2 Yonge street, one door south of 
King (east side), reads {New York Cen- 
tral-West Shore Passenger Department,” 
the Canadian agency of the Great Four- 
Track Railroad. 











Anecdotal. 
A St. Louis humorist declares that a 
young lady applicant for a school was 
asked the question: “What is your posi- 
tion upon whipping children?” and her 
reply was: “My usual position is on a 
chair, with the child held firmly across 
my knees, face downward.” 
say, she got the school. 


Needless to 


In England, where legislation is con 
cerned with laundries, a female inspector, 
after much argument, persuaded — the 
head of a small establishment to 
her over the premises. The superinten 
dent threw open the door of a steaming 
kitchen in which there were some half- 
dozen washerwomen bending over tubs. 
“Ladies,” she said, in a dramatic 
“a woman from the government to see 
you!” 


show 


voice, 


t 


The Archbishop of Canterbury, who 


has a red nose, paid a _ visit to 
the village school, and, after tell- 
ing the scholars that everyone pos- 
sessed a besetting sin, astonished 


his youthful hearers by continuing, “And 
even archbishops!” “Ll wonder who can 


guess what the Archbishop’s besetting 
sin is?” asked his Grace. One little lad 


timidly held up his hand, and on being 
invited to give an answer said, “Drunk 
enness!” What the Archbishop thought 
or said at this amusing reply is not re- 
corded, but, as everyone knows, Dr. Tem- 
ple is a most ardent teetotaller. 

* 

Colonel McInnes, inspector-general of 
the police force of the colony of British 
Guiana, has a strong penchant for the 
“garb of old Gaul.” The kilt had not 
been seen in the city of Georgetown 
within living memory, and when he made 
his appearance on the street a few hours 
after his arrival recently, attired in the 
airy costume of the Highlands, his ap- 


pearance gave rise to much excitement 
among the old negresses selling fruit 
and cakes in the market square. “My 
gracious!”’ ejaculated one of them, “see 
the noble cunnel, as how he traps no 
come in ’teamboat with him, an’ he have 


to wear dem petticoat, fo’ true.” 


John L. Sullivan, who, during — his 
pugilistic career earned nearly a million 
dollars, went through bankruptey lately 
so that he might accept an engagement 
in vaudeville which he has since lost. 
His liabilities were about $2,600, and 
his assets the sixty-six-dollar suit which 
he wore and which, fortunately, 


Was 
exempt. In talking of his vanished 
wealth, the ex-champion remarked: “Oh, 
well, what’s the difs. Sure, I’m a bank 


rupt. Ain’t thousands of 
men bankrupt? I 
bother with 
man 


prominent 
ain’t got no time to 

creditors. No prominent 
They chase yer round the 
ring till their great country puts a foul 
on ’em and throws ’em out with a bank 
ruptey paper. 
to me creditors 
See?” 


has. 


That’s what’s happened 
Chey’re counted out. 
* 

A Glasgow laddie recently 

gentleman 


received a 


shilling from a who had sent 


him on an errand He found the silver 
coin too insignificant to represent the 
idea of wealth, and determined to con 


vert it into coppers. He pushed open the 


huge swing-doors of one of the citv banks 


and marched up to the counter, over the 
edge of which his bright eyes peered up 
at the clerk in attendance. The teller 


did not recognize the Importance of the 
transaction, and, without 


listening even 
to the first word, 


bade the boy run 


Tyrrell’s. 


Calendars 


seem especially appropriate for 


New Year Gifts. We have 


plenished our stock with very choice 


just re- 


designs from 15 cents up. 
The new King Edward VII. 
Prayer-Book from 75 cents 
up to $5.00. 


All the latest Books — Fic- 
tion, Travel, Biography, etc. 


Wm. Tyrrell @ Co., 
8 KiNG ST. WEST, TORONTO 





away. Deeply hurt, the urchin drew 
himself together, marched to the door- 
and there, standing on the mat, he sur- 
veyed the place, cashier, clerks, and all. 
“Ca? yersel’ a bank!” said he, with 
seathing scorn. “Ca’ yersel’ a bank, and 
canna cheenge a shullin’! Ma patience!” 
ot 

Of “Joe” Chamberlain, who is now 
visiting South Africa with his wife, the 
English papers are telling some good 
stories. One of these relates to a gath- 
ering which he attended once while a 
guest at the British legation in Wash- 
ington, where a Yankee girl said of him: 
“He is nice enough, but he doesn’t know 
how to dance. He takes such a short 
step that you think he must have prac- 
ticed on a postage stamp.” It was dur- 
ing this visit at Washington that Cham- 
berlain met Miss Endicott, who after- 
ward became his wife. “I was fortun- 
ate enough to make two treaties,’ said 
Mr. Chamberlain to his Birmingham 
friends on his return. “I had my secret 
document, with which you are all fam- 
iliar, and I am glad to say that even 
the august ‘Senate of the United States 
had nothing to say to my private ne- 
eotiations.” 


A good story is being told in London 
of a certain watchmaker in the E. C. 
district, who, being anxious to a degree 
on the matter of the exact temperature 
of the day, kept a fine thermometer 
hanging outside his door. It so chanced 
that a wayfaring man, who, though a 
fool, knew well enough the difference 
between meum and tuum, but did not 
choose to recognize it, made off with the 
thermometer and got clear away. The 
next day the watchmaker, smarting un- 
der the thought that he had been too 
trustful of his public, inserted the fol- 
lowing advertisement in the paper: 
“Would the gentleman who took the 
thermometer hanging in front of my 
shop yesterday be so good as to return 
it to me, as no doubt by this time he 
has noticed that it is only scaled up to 
150 degrees, and will not be of the slight- 
est use to him in the place to which he 
is going. 

* 

Ughetti’s work, “With Physicians and 
Clients,” contains an anecdote about. 
Heine which is new to us. Returning 
from a journey to the South of France, 
Heine met a friend, a German violinist. 
in Lyons, who gave him a large sausage 
that had been made in Lyons, with the 
request to deliver it to a mutual ac- 
quaintance, a homeopathic physician in 
Paris. Heine promised to attend to the 
commission, and entrusted the delicacy 
to the care of his wife, who was travel- 
ing with him. But as the post-chaise 
Was very slow, and he soon became very 
hungry, on the advice of his wife both 
tasted of the sausage, which dwindled 
with every mile. Arriving at Paris, 
Heine did not dare to send the remain- 
der to the physician, and yet he wished 
to keep his promise. So he cut off the 
thinnest possible with his razor, 
Wrapped it in a sheet of vellum paper, 
and enclosed it in an envelope, with the 
following note: “Dear Doctor—From 
your scientific investigations, we learn 
that the millionth part of a certain sub- 
stance brings about the greatest results. 
1 beg, therefore. your kind acceptance of 
the accompanying millionth part of a 
Lyons sausage which our friend gave me 
to deliver to you. If homeopathy is a 
truth, then this little piece will have the 
same effect on vou as the whole sausage. 
Your Heinrich Heine.” 

+o 


slice 


When Turner exhibited his great pic- 
ture, “The Building of Carthage,” he was 
disappointed because it had not been 
sold at once at the private view, and 
angry with the press for criticizing it 
severely. Sir Robert Peel called upon 
him. “Mr. Turner,” said he, “I admire 
your ‘Carthage’ so much that I want to 
buy it. I am told you want five hun- 
dred guineas for it.” “Yes,” said Turner, 
“it was five hundred guineas, but to-day 
it’s six hundred.” “Well,” said Sir Rob- 
ert, “I did not come prepared to give six 
hundred, and I must think it over. At 
the same time, it seems to me that the 
change is an extraordinary piece of busi- 
ness on your part.” “Do as you please,” 
said Turner. “Do as you please.” After 
a few days Sir Robert called again upon 
the great painter. “Mr. Turner,” he be- 
gan, “although I thought it a very extra- 
ordinary thing for you to raise your 
price, L shall be proud to buy that pic- 
ture, and I am prepared to give you the 
six hundred guineas.” “Ah!” said Tur- 
ner. “It was six hundred guineas, but 
to-day it’s seven hundred.” Sir Robert 
grew angry, and Turner laughed. 
only in fun,” he said. 
sell the picture at all 
winding-sheet.” 
his cellar. 


“T was 
“T don’t intend to 

It shall be my 
For years he kept it in 
Then it was brought up and 
hung in his gallery, where it remained as 
long as he lived. When he died he left 
it to the nation. 

> 

When Sir M. H. Herbert, the new Bri 
tish Ambassador to the United States. 
Was secretary to the British Legation at 
Washington, several years ago, President 
Roosevelt was on the Civil Service Com- 


mission. They were great friends. Hay 
ing common tastes in outdoor sports, 
they frequentiy spent their afternoons 
together. It is said that when the Bri- 


tish Government asked if Herbert’s ap 
pointment would be satisfactory, the 
President gave a shout of delight before 
hurrying to dictate a favorable reply 
President Roosevelt has already had 
proof of Ambassador Herbert’s deftness 
in diplomacy. 
one day from a 
they had been Wash 
ington team, Mr. Roosevelt called atten 
tion to clamoring flocks of English spar 
rows, 


Returning across country 
baseball vame 
shouting for the 


where 


“They are the enemies and tyran 
nical masters of nearly everything that 
flies—or at least that used to dare to 
tly——hereabouts,” remarked the outspok 
en Civil Service Commissioner. “I don’t 
want to offend, Herbert, but the truth is 
there was too much anglomania in the 
air when your sparrows were let loose 
upon us. They are a calamity to the 
country.” “They are virile and preda 
tory, lL admit,” replied the diplomat, “but 
your country,” he added, good-natured 
ly, “need have no fear so long as you 
maintain in vour national 
bird that all the 
empire could not 


aviary the 
sparrows in 
alarm,” 


one our 





Christmas Gifts. 

Gas reading lamps from $2 up; coal oil 
student lamps and other nice lamps, suit- 
able for presents, at G. & J. Murray’s, 
224 Yonge street. 

“Does Mrs 

“Powder! 
like eating a 


Lee powdér?” 
to kiss her would be 


Why 
marsh-mallow!” 
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Childr.n’s Gifts My Dream Christmas 
What the Stars Promise, 


OW that Christmas is safely over, 
N one hears from many of the lit- 
tle ones, “What did you get?” 
and judges of one’s own and 
one’s neighbor’s capacity for compre- 
hension, beforehand, of that wondrous 
thing the mind of a child! Not that there 
is any advantage on the child’s side in 
the way of intuition. For instance, 
George announced his determination to 
shop unaided and alone, last year, shook 
down the coins from his bank, (a fat 
little sum he had), and started off, with 
resolve and mystery stamped upon his 
little face. When Christmas came he 
solemnly presented his father, a well- 
known bon viveur and club man, with 
a neat Bible! What guided George’s 
choice is a mystery to this day in his 
home circle. Marion also decided to go 
it alone in the choice and purchase of 
Christmas gifts. Her mamma is slightly 
gouty, and affects comfort before style 
in her footwear. Marion had evidently 
resented the “pad” of the felt slipper 
and expended three good dollars of hei 
savings in a pair of patent leather even- 
ing slippers with Louis XV. heels, which 
she gave to her mother, with the quiet 
remark—"Now, you can stick out your 
feet, as Aunty May does, Mummie.” 
One evening’s wear crippled Mummie. 
The small boy who presented his par 
ents with a box of charlotte russes, and 
then said briskly: “There are two for 
me, and two for Bess, and two for you.” 
disposed of his half-dozen in a somewhat 
high-handed manner, though he ate his 
two in all content and consciousness ot 
liberality. One more child-gift gave me 
somewhat of a surprise. It came from 
a shy, brown-eyed girl child, who 
nestled up to me in silence for a while 
and then put a little thin arm (one of 
those “bones” that growing girlies dis- 
play), round my neck and kissed me 
under the ear. “That’s all my Christ- 
mas box for you,” whispered she. “* 
read in your paper that you liked that 
kind!” Now, did ever your careless 
words arise to confront you like that? 
Some day, when my ship comes home, 
I am going to spend a queer Christmas 
in a land of queer things. There I shall 
put my shoes outside the door for pres- 
ents, and shall mark a cross on the sill 
to bless the gifts, and go to bed without 
a light, and get in backwards and say 
strange incantations in great good faith. 
And in the early morning a tap on the 


door will awaken me, and without will 
stand a dim figure, with bowed head 


and outstretched hand, in which I will 
place strange silver or gold, and a soft 
voice will bless me and my gift, and 
the figure will fade into the dim dawn- 
light, and I will creep back to fall 
asleep again, lulled into a sweet peace 
by a blessing which 1 shall not even 
understand. And some _ poor, lonely. 
shivering creatures will be warmed and 
fed by me, for the begging friar will 
take his gift straight to the dole room, 
and turn it into soup and loaves, and 
fuel, in the course of a couple of hours. 
If my ship comes home, ever, I have 
dreamed of such a Christmas in a far. 
far land. 

* 

I am learning to suffer the child who 
cries! Every day his shrill, complaining 
passionate screams come up the stairs. 
There are several other children, but 
only one who cries, and he cries, like the 
cherubim and seraphim, “continually.” 
Sometimes he wants to “see over” into 
the dark elevator well, and yells in dis- 
appointed curiosity when he is curtly 
told “there’s nothing to see.” He knows 
better, and has ragings of bafiled desire 
“just to see over.” Just now he tore 
through the corridor, madly protesting 
against some order or denial, and made 
me jump a foot for fear he had finally 
not only “seen,” but fallen over--—-a 
couple of score feet. Perhaps when 
one’s own outgrow the screaming stage 
one is too protesting, but it seems a 
pity that a small boy should so often 
feel obliged to make such a horrid row! 

* 

The silent, awful, beautiful testimony 
of the stars teils us that an era of good, 
kind, sympathetic interest in one another 
is setting in for our world. In spite of 
the abusive jeers of a man who flouted 
my belief last evening, I tried to tell 
some one who might have com- 
forted, what the stars are foretelling for 
the next few years—nothing more than 
a change in the way power is going to 
be used. The Martian gave us a hint 
of it when he explained that, in Mars 
no one first considered what personal 


been 


advantage each act and enterprise would 
secure him. It was enough for th: 
Martians that their work was good ir 
itself, and would, therefore, surely im 
prove someone or something. AS cer 
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W.A.Murray & Co 


The Arch Support 
Of a “ Dorothy Dodd” Shoe 


HEN your foot is tired from long walking or standing, you rest it 
most by holding it in your hand and compressing it firmly around 


and beneath 





the instep. 


That is exactly what the “Dorothy Dodd” Shoe does for you all the 


time. 
supporting the arch. 


. 


It is like a soft hand firmly grasping the ‘“ waist” of the foot and 


You will never realize how much of your daily fatigue can be relieved 
until you try the ** Do 
And the “ Dorothy” retains its arched shape and sets closely up to the 
shoe is made like it. 


foot after it has been 


rothy Dodd.” 


worn for months. No other 


Other shoes bend at every step you take. 


Is it worth while to endure tired feet when 


the remedy is so simpl 
‘** Dorothy Dodd’ 


e? 
’ Shoes cost $3.75. 





The Prize feature in connection with “Dorothy Dodd” closes 


January Ist. 


W. A.Murray& Co. limited 











Enquire in our Shoe Department for particulars. 


17 to 31 King St.East. 
10 to 16 Colborne Toronto. 





tain planets have been from time im- 
memorial given credit for influences, good 
or evil, making the period of their rule 
one of great selfishness, great clashing 
or destruction, or great kindliness and 
altruism, it ig comforting to know that 
Uranus, the planet which is credited 
with influences directiy tending to hu- 
manitarianism, will rule us and ours for 
some time to come. It is fascinating to 
hear one who observes, deduces, and 
weighs the influences of the stars, fol- 
low out the natural results upon the 
human race. Such men foretell wars, 
strikes, assassinations, and all the big 
phenomena which are thought out and 
brought about through human agency. 
The world says pooh, and pish, and 
tush, and the stars shine on— wise, 
amazing, patient. But there’s a good 
time coming, say they, for us, for Saturn 
fades as Uranus grows, and one may 
this year wish, with unusual confidence, 
to his neighbor, not only one, but many, 
many Happy New Years! 
* 


I have noticed some interesting letters 
in an exchange regarding the merits and 
demerits of a meat diet, and, without 
taking either side of the question, | 
might say that my own experience for 
the past two years has certainly con- 
vinced me, unawares, that it is net neces- 
sary to eat so much meat as I formerly 
did, to preserve health and spirits. Two 
years ago a diet treatment was given 
me for rheumatic gout—not pcrt-wine 
gout, you know, but what I call poor 
man’s gout. No beef, veal or pork, no 
potatoes, no beer nor wine, brown bread, 
very little sweets, and no starchy foods. 
I am not recommending this regimen, 
only stating its conditions. Fish in 
restaurants is seldom well cooked. Very 
soon it followed the beef into the “ex- 
purgata.” Poultry was rather tiresome, 
and lamb soon grew into mutton, which 
I loathe. Gradually I fell back upon 
things for dinner which seemed unusual 
at that meal, and as I did so, my meals 
dwindled—I did not require the quan- 
tity of food formerly consumed. People 
are apt to tell me I am looking in better 
health, and, although the diet hasv’t 
obliterated the rheumatic gout, it has, 
unawares, led me to discover that a very 
little meat goes a very long way wth 
me, and that I could not now enjoy ny 
former “rare” slice of the beef of old 
England. The simpler my diet, the bet- 
ter I feel, and the more work I can do. 
I throw this paragraph to the wranglers 
over meat and no meat, and hope they 
won’t call me names, good or bad. Fin- 
ally, I confess that had the regimen been 
adopted arbitrarily and at once I should 
probably never have arrived at the pres- 
ent abstemiousness, when for no other 
reason than that I prefer the simpler 
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Magistrate (surveying the 


champagne, shir. 





yrisoner)—Ah! a plain drunk, I see. 


foods, I find I sometimes only take meat 
once or twice a week. It strikes me 
that when J do so oftener I am not the 
better, but the worse for it. 
. LADY GAY. 
After Christmas. 
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The Poe Cuit. 


HE Christmas “Bookman” has a 

i well-written article on the Poe 
cult by Eugene L. Didier. One of 

the most astonishing facts in the literary 
annals of America, if not of the world, 
observes Mr. Didier, is the amazing rise 
of what may be called the Poe cult. The 
unhappy master of “The Raven” was the 


victim of a fate more strange, more ro- | 


mantic, more tragical than poet ever im- 
agined or novelist ever penned. His life 
was one of suffering, sorrow and song; 
he died a wretched death in the charity 
ward of a public hospital, 


Unwept, unhonored, unsung. 


His funeral was pathetic in its meagre 


attendance, its scant ceremony and ab-: 


sence of mourning. Only eight persons 
were present at the funeral of one of the 
immortals of earth. 

At the time of this humble funeral, on 
October 8, 1849, no one could have 
dreamed that within twenty-five years 
Edgar Poe would be regarded by the cul- 
tured people of all lands as the most 
unique and remarkable genius in Ameri- 
can literature. Equally astonishing is 
the fact that many persons who were 
old enough to remember Poe are still 
alive, when his letters possess a market 
value five timesi as great as that of By- 
ron’s, twice as great as Shelley’s, a hun- 
dred times as great as Byrant’s, Longfel- 
low’s, Lowell’s and other contemporane- 


ous American authors. Still more re- 
markable is the fact that the manu- 


scripts of those poems, for which he re- 
ceived trifling sums, have become as pre- 
cious as the Sibylline leaves, and are 
worth their weight in gold. If the orig- 
inal manuscript of “The Raven” were 
still in existence, American millionaires 
would contend for its possession, and 
$10,000 would be gladly paid for the in- 
estimable treasure. Yet for this poem, 
which has brought more honor upon 
American literature than any other sin- 
gle American poem and established Poe’s 
fame as the most original of American 
poets—a poem which stands alone in 
poetry as the “Venus” in sculpture and 
“The Transfiguration” in painting—for 
this wonderful poem whose weird and 
mysterious fascination has thrilled the 


world, Poe was paid only ten dollars, a | parlor, promenade. 


sum which is now paid for an ordinary 
love story in a weekly newspaper. 

Mr. Didier traces the rapid expansion 
of Poe’s fame following the unveiling of 
the monument to the poet in Baltimore 
on November 17, 1875. 

Carlyle regarded it as a remarkable 
fact that six lives of Burns had been 
published within a generation after his 
death. Within the same space of time 
nine lives of Poe were published, while 
several others have been issued during 
the last decade. These numerous bio- 
graphies show that the Poe cult is ever 
on the increase, and that the reading 
public welcomes every addition to its 
knowledge of the most interesting and 
picturesque figure in American litera- 
ture. 

The Poe cult is not confined to any 
one, two or three countries. It has 
spread.through the civilized world. It in- 
cludes the cultured people of Europe, 
America, and in the lands beyond the 
sea. It has made Edgar A. Poe a classic. 
Numerous editions of his works have 
been published in London and Edinburgh. 
In France he is as much admired as many 
French authors. A dozen editions of his 
poems and tales have appeared in Ger- 
many; his tales have been published in 
Spain and Italy; his poetical works in 
Australia; and one of his stories, “The 





Oval Portrait,” has been translated into 
modern Greek and published at Athens. 
The end of the Poe cult cannot be fore- 
told. It has not reached its height. 
Even while I write, says Mr. Didier, a 
new edition of his works in seventeen 
volumes has been published. 
After a long and exhaustive study of 
j the life of Edgar A. Poe during a quar- 
| ter of a century, I have come to the con- 
| clusion, declares the writer in closing his 
article, that he was neither the demon 
| painted by some of his early, nor the an- 
| gel described by some of his later, bio- 
graphers. He mingled among men neith- 
ler as a “prying fiend” nor as a “bewil- 
dered angel.” He was a man of rare 
| and remarkable genius, with the infirmi- 
' ties that often accompany it. While en- 
dowed with extraordinary intellectual 
’ gifts, he was a most unfortunate victim 
j of circumstances. Left an orphan in his 
| infanev. he was adopted by a man who 
reared ‘him in luxury as the heir to a 
splendid fortune, when suddenly, in his 
twentieth year, he was thrown upon the 
world without a dollar. Then began that 
| long, desperate, never-ending struggle for 
| bread. The pen was his weapon, litera- 
ture his pursuit, poverty his fate, fame 
his reward. 








| Monkey Brand Soap makes copper like 
gold, tin like silver, crockery like marble, 


and windows like crystal. 4 








| Canada’sWinter Resort 


The Famous 
“St. Catharines Well” 


The great specific for rheumatism, gont, 
neuralgia, sciatica and nervous 
troubles. 


THE WELLAND 


fitted with modern bath system, massage, 
static electricity, under charge of skilled 
physician and attendants. Roof sun 
Rooms with tele- 
phones, private baths, amusement-rooms, 
gymnasium. Apply— 


Maicolmson Bros., St. Catharines, 
or Grand Trunk Railway Agents. 


Windsor 


Salt 
Does Not Cake ! 


Best Grocers Sell It. 








Manufacturers of 
the Celebrated 


JUBILEE and 


Malt and Hops. 


THE 


DOMINION BREWERY CO. 


BREWERS AND MALSTERS 


a... ALES 
INDIA PALE... 


The above brands are the genuine extract of 
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The Web She Wove. 


ae 


-How a Feathered Fighter Figured ina 
Filipino Courtship. 


HE Quiapo district of Manila is 
T densely populated with the poorer 
class of Filipinos. Yet the people 
of this quarter once owned the richest 
prize in al the Philippines, the Galio 
Blaneo, who was victor of as many mains 
as he had feathers. In those days, the 
Quiapo was almost prosperous, for the 
Galio Blanco doubled its income by 
means of bets. 

Legally he was the property of the 
Widow Mereado, who kept a little fruit 
and beno stand near the corner of the 
Eseolta and the Calle Roan. But her 
neighbors regarded the.bird as a district 
possession and the widow as custodian, 
which, in itself, was an honor to be 
coveted. She would have sold that hon- 
or and all that she owed to possess Isa- 
doro, the dissipated young wood-carver, 
who strolled in every evening and, after 
becoming loquaciously drunk with her 
beno, went forth to make love to Maria, 
the baker’s daughte1 

Aside from’ the beno stand, the Widow 
Mereado was blessed with no charms. 
She was of the dark-complexioned type 
of Filipino. and several years older than 
Jsadoro. He might, at any time, decide 
te mend his ways and marry Maria, or, 
lacking the amount of the marriage fee. 
to take her for his querida. This cost 
the widow many sleepless nights, and 
numerous centimos for candles to gain 
the good offices of Nostra Senora del 
Quiapo. 

Down at Malate they had a game: 
eoek which had vanquished all the cham- 
pions of that suburb, and a match was 
arranged for him and the Galio Blanco. 
The people of Quiapo were jubilant be- 
cause the Malate folk, with the courage 
of their convictions, backed their bird 
even money. 

Isadoro, who seconded the Galio Blan 
co in all his duels, appeared at the beno 
stand early in the afternoon to bear the 
feathered warrior to the battle-ground. 
The widow had always smiled sweetly at 
Isadoro, but this afternoon her smile 
was sugary to the extreme. Almost be 
fore he had seated himself she placed the 
seductive beno bottle at his elbow, and 
he immediately commenced a long series 
of toasts to the Galio Blanco, while the 
widow went to the little yard to get the 
bird. 

She loosened the tethering string from 
the trunk of a banana, and, drawing the 
fowl toward her, gathered him into her 
arms. She glanced stealthily around; 
there was a searcely audible snap, and 
the bird pecked viciously at her face. 

“In the name of Nostra Senora 
Quiapo,” she murmured. 

By the time she returned to the shop 


del 


‘ Tsadoro’s mind was in a musty state, and 


he was singing “Sobre Los Olas” out of 
iune. The beno bottle was empty. 

“Dios!” cried the widow, in apparent 
indignation; “you are too drunk to man- 
age the Galio Blanco to-day.” 

Isadoro drew himself up with maudlin 
dignity. “You mistake, senora—only a 
few glasses to the health of our king. 
Too drunk? Bah! No one else could 
manage him. It would be unlucky. 1 
am the king’s man, IJ, Isadoro. Even 
money. The Quiapo will be rich to- 
night. Viva el rey!” 

The wood-carver staggered down the 
Calle Roan with the bird under one arm. 
The widow watched him until he disap- 
peared around a corner. Then she with- 
drew to the inner apartment, and falling 
on her knees, whispered: “By to-night he 
will be mine. In the name of Nostra 
Senora del Quiapo.” 

Isadoro arrived at the Malacanan 
cockpit none too soon. . Several prelim- 
inary fights had taken place, and the 
crowd was becoming impatient for the 
gfteat event. The Malate bird’s second 
had already adjusted the gaff to his 
charge’s leg and stood holding him ecare- 
fully in his arms. One of the Quiapo 
men held the Galio Blanco while Isadoro 


fastened the sharp little knife to its 
place on the leg. He could have per- 


formed the 
tomed 
knotted 
ready. 

The pit was cleared of all save the 
seconds and the judge. The former 
brought their respective charges close to- 
gether, and permitted them to peck at 


feat blindfolded, so accus- 
was he to it. The thread was 
securely, and everything was 


each other that the blood would be 
stirred to the fighting temper. At a 
word from the umpire, the seconds 


dropped the birds and drew back. The 
crowd watched the crouching fowls 
breathlessly and with bulging eyes. 

It had been the custom of the Galio 
Blanco to spring at his adversary almost 
as soon as he touched the ground. This 
was the secret of his success, for the 
gaffs used in the Philippines are three or 
four inches long and razor-edged; conse- 
quéntly, the cock who gets in the first 
blow usually puts his opponent hors de 
combat. 

The Galio Blanco crouched with head 
forward, neck feathers bristled, just an 


instant too long. The brown bird of 
Malate sprung upon him like a_ flash, 


There was a blurred tangle of brown and 


white and a little cloud of gray dust. 
When it subsided, the Galio Blanco 


faced his adversary, wabbling unsteadily, 
while a little scarlet stream spurted over 
his glossy white feathers. A deep groan 
and a storm of impreeations came from 
the Quiapo people. The Galio Blanco 
made a last weak attempt to reach his 
foe, stumbled, and rolled over dead. 

In the pandemonium of cheers and 
curses several Quiapo men leaped into 
the pit. One of them, old Alessandro, 
the shoemaker, an expert on cock-fight- 
ing, seized the body of the Galio Blanco 
and examined it minutely. Suddenly he 
waved his hand for silence, his wrinkled 
face distorted with rage. 


“His leg is broken,” he shouted in 
Tugalo. “Isadoro has crippled him.” 


There was a general movement toward 
the pit, but the old man cried out just 
in time: “Back! Remember that the 
American soldiers are here. We can do 
nothing. Let us go to the Widow Mer- 
cado and get her to make an accusation 
to the American officials.” 

The Quiapo portion of the crowd be 
gan to file out of the enclosure. “Come, 
you pig, and son of a pig,” said Ales 
sandro to the dazed Isadoro; “come, or a 
knife in the back to you, speedily.” 

Isadoro followed him like one in a 
trance. Now and then he muttered 
through cracked lips: “Dios! I did not 
do it. My king, oh, my king!” 

Maria, the daughter of th® baker, spat 
upon him as he passed her. “Animal!” 
she cried, furiously. Isadoro had been 
tried and found guilty. At the official 
trial numerous witnesses would be pro- 
duced to swear that they saw him crip- 
ple the bird, and he would be sent to 
Rilibid Prison for several years. The 


people of Quiapo had been impoverished 
through the deed, and wanted satisfac- 
tion. If they had lost fairly they would 
have borne it philosophically, for the 
Filipinos are “good gamblers,” but to 
lose through apparent treachery roused 
their fury to the highest pitch. 

Were it not for the fact that several 
of the older men realized that the Ameri- 
can authorities were unreasonable 
enough to set a higher value on a human 
life than that of a game-cock, Isadoro 
would have been disposed of long before 
they reached the beno stand. 

“My little ones will starve,” shrieked 
a mother of many; “all we had was on 
the Galio Blanco. Kill the traitor!” And 
others echoed the ery of “Kill.” 

The widow was serving Private Smith 
of the Manila constabulary with contra- 
band liquid when the procession arrived. 
At sight of the khaki uniform most of 


velties were merely mechanical. 


our scientific conclusions. 


if 





——— 
gy. Why should we trouble ourselves so 
much, and take so much pains about 
anything on earth? To the phlegmatic 
literary Chinaman this was incomprehen- 
sible. Was anything worth such fuss 
and bother? We had at great risk and 
difficulty made an expedition into the in- 
terior to see the aboriginal tribes. What 
was the good of going to see savages? 

I unfolded the mysteries of steam as a 
propeller. I told them of our machinery. 
They seemed not to be impressed. Some 
of them had seen and traveled on a 
steamer. Yes, but that was not much; 
to invent these material things, was that 
worthy of a man’s intellect? Such no- 




















The above Coupon MUST accompany every 
graphological study sent in. The Editor re- 
quests correspondents to observe the following 
Rules: 1. Graphological studies must consist 
of at least six lines of original matter, includ- 
ing several capital letters. 2. Letters will be 
answered in their order, unless under unusual 
circumstances. Correspondents need not take 
up their own and the Editor's time by writing 
reminders and requests for haste. 3. Quota- 
tions, scraps or postal cards are not studied. 
4. Please address Correspondence Column. 
Enclosures unless accompanied by Coupons 


" SALADA" 


Ceylon Tea has such an enormous sale? Because it is 


exactly as represented—Pure, Delicious and Wholesome. ‘ 
Sold only in lead packets. 25c., 30c., 40c., 502, 60c. per lb. By all Grocers. 


I told them somewhat of the stars, of 
This appealed 
more to them. Then I quoted to them 
passages from their own sacred classics. 


RS: 











They approved of me. 
























the crowd drew back. 

“Senora,” said the old shoemaker, with 
forced calmness, “Isadoro crippled the 
Galio Blanco, and he was killed. Come 
with us to the court and make com- 
plaint.” 

Isadoro cast a look of mute appeal at 
the widow. It was entirely superfluous. 
She shrugged her lean mahogany shoul- 
ders. “It may be true or it may not,” 
said the widow, quietly; “but I will not 
make complaint. The Galio Blanco was 
mine. Vamos, or I will tell the police- 
man to drive you away.” 

She laid her hand gently on Isadoro’s 
shoulder and drew him into the little 
nipa hut. With muttered curses the 
crowd withdrew. 

“To-night,” announced the widow, “we 
will go to the padre at the Church of 
Nostra Senora del Quiapo to be married.” 

Isadoro drew back from her with a 


curse. He looked into that unattractive 
face with something much akin to 


hatred. “If not,’ added the widow, with 
a look of determination, “I will tell the 
policeman to take you.” 

Then Isadoro realized that he was 
chained to her by circumstances and that, 
save for her, he had no friend in all the 
Philippines. Also, Bilibid Prison was a 
place to be avoided. 

“I will go,” he said, finally, in accents 
of despair. 

“In the name of Nostra Senora del 
Quiapo, gracias,” murmured the widow.— 
W. O. McGeehan in the “Argonaut.” 





A Literary Bequest. 





As on this earth I can't fore’er 
In reason hope to stay, 

Like Carnegie, I will in time 
My library give away. 


I give my Burns unto the cook, 
My Howells to the dog: 

My Longfellow to Wall Street shorts, 
My Bacon to the hog. 


I'll give the Dickens to the man 
Who swore my vote would win; 

My Lamb I leave to bulls and bears, 
My Coke goes to the bin. 


To miners I would send my Pitt; 
My Cable I’d unreel; 

To politicians I would give 
With perfect trust my Steele, 


My Whittier I do commend 
Unto newspaper jokes; 

My Holmes I think a proper one 
For all the married folks. 


My Ade to injured ones I lend, 
Though not Nye—more'’s the pity! 
My Browning (tan) I leave with love 

Unto Atlantic City. 


All my Hall Caines I leave to dudes 
To match their wooden heads, 

And Chaucer to the law that on 
Eexpectoration treads. 


My Cooke I'd keep at any cost 
Till all my meals were Dunn; 
Also my Harte, ’less fate Mark Twain, 
Where I mark two as one. 


I leave my Bunyan to my Foote, 
(My Haggard face it curls!) 
My Peck to all my little birds, 

My Lover to the girls. 


This disposition of my books 
My will holds like a rock; 

Lest thieves break in, I place on all 
A combination Locke. 


—Baltimore ‘‘ American.” 


—— 


Going to Bed Hungry. 








It is all Wrong and Man ts the Only Crea- 
ture That Does It. 


The complete emptiness of the stom- 
ach during sleep adds greatly to the 
amount of emaciation, sleeplessness and 
general weakness so often met with. 
There is a perpetual change of tissues in 
the body, sleeping or waking, and the 
supply of nourishment ought to be some- 
what continuous and food taken just 
before retiring adds more tissue than is 
destroyed, and inereased weight and 
vigor is the result. Dr. W. T. Cathell 
“All animals except man eat be- 
fore sleep, and there is no reason in 
nature why man should form the excep- 
tion to the rule.” 

If people who are thin, nervous and 
sleepless would take a light lunch of 


says : 


bread and milk or oatmeal and cream, 


and at the same time take a safe, harm- 
less stomach remedy like Stuart’s Dys 
pepsia Tablets in order to aid the stom- 
ach in digesting it, the result will be a 
surprising 


and general vigor. The only drawback 


has been that thin, nervous, dyspeptic 
assimilate 
other 


people cannot digest and 
wholesome food at night or any 
time. For such it is absolutely necessary 
to use Stuart’s Dyspepsia 
cause they will digest the food, no mat- 
ter how weak the stomach may 
nourishing the body and resting 
stomach at the same time. 

Dr. Stevenson says: “I depend almost 
entirely upon Stuart’s Dyspepsia Tab- 


not a quack nostrum, and | know just 
what they contain, a 
vegetable essences, pure pepsin, and they 
cure 


druggist will tell you they give univer- 
sal satisfaction, ‘ 





As the Chinese See Us. 


——— 


T is good for us to remember that 


ourselves civilized, and 


barbarians. 
in his ‘book, “Pioneering in Formosa,” 


man. Although Mr. 


of the Chinaman: 


heard, through the thin 
my host and cronies considering their 
strange visitors. 

































increase in weight, strength, 


Tablets, be- 


be, 
the 


lets in treating indigestion, because it is 
combination of 


Dyspepsia and stomach troubles, 


because they can’t help but cure.” 
Stuart’s Dyspepsia Tablets are sold by 
druggists everywhere at 50 cents per 
package. They are in lozenge form, 


pleasant to take, and contain nothing 
but pure pepsin, vegetable essences, and 
bismuth, scientifically compounded. Your 






we of the Western races, who eall 
sometimes 

force our civilization on the East, 
are regarded by some Eastern nations as 
Mr. W. A. Pickering writes 
an 
account of a visit to a Chinese gentle- 
Pickering tells of 
their conversation from his own point of 
view, one can also see the point of view 


What perplexed him most about Euro- 
peans, or “barbarians,” as he quite inno- 
cently called us, was our amazing ener- 


Later, as I lay wakeful on my bed, I 
paper partitions, 


“Strange creatures, these barbarians!” 

“Aye, indeed they are.” 

“That Pi-ki-ling (Pickering), he’s a 
strange barbarian. Where did he learn 


to speak the language of men (Chi- 
nese) ?” 
“He’s clever for a barbarian. He’s al- 


most a man.” 


“He has not the eyes of a man. They 


are round, like the rest of the animals, 


not turned up at the corners, as we men 
have them, 

“Well, he is a clever barbarian.” 

Vell, he is a clever barbarian. 


¢ : And 
the discussion ended. 





Biggest Sign in the World. 


New Yorkers who are used to big 
things have been astonished during the 
past week by a painted sign at the cor- 
ner of Broadway and Spring street, cov- 
ering the north side of two eleven-storey 
buildings. This sign covers 15,416 square 
feet of space, and is by far the largest 
advertising sign ever painted. The pic- 
ture is the well-known figure of “Sunny 
Jim,” who for so many months has tes- 
tified to the goodness of “FORCE,” not 
only over the entire United States, but 
in the United Kingdom as well. 

In this picture “Sunny Jim” is "1 
feet 6 inches in height. His hat is 1 
feet' 6 inches tall and 15 feet broad. His 
nose is 10 feet long. His ear is 3 feet 9 
inches high. His arm is 17 feet long ; 
his legs 60 feet long. His thumb extends 
over a space of 5 feet. The aeigat of 
his collar is 12 feet 6 inehes, and his 
tie is 7 feet 6 inches in height. His cuffs 
are 6 feet 3 inches wide. The.buttons 
on the coat are 3 feet 9 inches in dia- 
meter, and his cuff buttons are 3 feet 
6 inches in length. “Sunny Jim’s” feet 
are 20 feet long, and the eane which 
he carries is 50 feet in length. His dog, 
which sports along by his side, is 42 
feet 6 inches in height. 

With this enormous sign, the reading 
matter is very brief and fills but a 
small part of the space. It fol- 
lows : 

“Vigor, Vim, Perfect Trim, 
‘Force’ made him ‘Sunny Jim,’ 





is as 


” 








A Beggars’ Journal. 


the instruction and edification of 
beggars. Its circulation is limited, 

being confined entirely to “profession- 
als.” It does not concern itself with 
polities or the drama, but contains what 
may be called “market reports” and 
seraps of advice and information written 
by and for beggars. The price of the 
paper is twenty centimes, or four cents, 
which seems rather high; but its read- 
ers deem it well worth the money on ac- 
count of its advertisements, which, in- 
deed, are the publisher’s chief source of 
profit. These advertisements are ex- 
ceedingly interesting reading for outsid- 
ers. Here are some examples: 
“Wanted, a blind man who ean play a 
little on the flute.” 
“Cripple wanted for a well-patronized 
seashore resort. One who has lost his 
right arm preferred; must be able to 
give good references and small security.” 
Every issue of the paper contains doz- 
ens of such advertisements inserted by 
mendiecant agents and bureaus. There 
are in Paris more than a score of such 
bureaus which undertake to supply all 
France, and especially the bathing and 
health resorts, with beggars to suit all 
tastes. The beggars’ journal also con- 
tains announcements of approaching 
weddings, baptisms and funerals, as well 
as a list of birthdays and “name-days” 
of persons of wealth, from which, it is 
to be presumed, many profitable hints 
are gleaned by its subscribers. 


tie inst is published in Paris for 





Just a Girl. 


Many a throne has had to fall 
For a girl, 
Just a girl; 
Many a king has had to crawl 
For a girl, 
Just a girl; 
When the hero goes to war 
He may battle for the right, 
But ‘tis likelier by far 
That he sallies forth to fight 
For a girl. 
Just a girl. 


When the doctor turns to say: 
“It's a girl, 
Just a girl,” 
Papa murmurs with dismay: 
“What! A girl, 
Just a girl?” 
Ah, but why the sadness there? 
Why the bitterness displayed? 
Some day some strong man will swear 
That the great round world was made 
For that girl, 
Just that girl. 


Why did Adam take the bite? 
For a girl, 
Just a girl. 
Why was Troy swept out of sight? 
For a girl, 
Just for a girl. 
O, would heaven still be bright, 
And would any good man care 
To achieve it, if he might 
Never claim forever there 
Just a girl, 
Glorious girl? 
Chicago ‘‘Record-Herald.” 





Without Provocation. 





The Court—But did you give no pro- 


your worship. Comin’ forninst him, | 
sez, sez I, “1 ain’t goin’ to quar’ll wid 
you, you dirty, low seud! Don’t think 
ye can provoke me to fight,” sez I, “be- 


caze I wouldn’t dirthy me hands wid the 
Wid 


likes of such a thavin’ mongrel!” ' 

that I tuck him a skelp wid a bit of a 

brick an’ not another wor-rd was said. 
ee 


“When I want to borrow a 


were leading up to something. 


hand, “let us be friends.” 


Statesman.” 


are not studied. 





















tion of gloom in your study. 
and 
of effort and tenacious of opinions. There 
is rather a suggestion of courage, ambi- 
tion 
impulses. 
under the 
sign, after which Sagittarius, a fire sign, 


rules it. You are as outspoken and un- 
compromising as a full Sagittarius need 
be. You are very far from s!upid; on 
the contrary, very clever as a general 
rule. You may lack diplomacy. I think 
your faults will never aize in your 
heart, for there is a very human and 
sympathetic touch in you. A little more 
reserve, a little ‘“‘gentling,’’ might im- 


prove you, but you are not at all a bad 
sort. 






themselves 
always please them, my dear. 


such 
tell them they lack refinement and have 


generally 


vocation? The Complainant -Divil a bit, 


dollar 1 
never go to a friend,” he said, as if he 
“Ah, 
well,” replied the other, extending his 


—* Yonkers 


Ardpatrick.—There is very little sugges- 
It is strong 


dominant economical 


and practical, 


and buoyancy about some of your 
November, until the 22nd, is 


influence of Scorpio, a water 





Dimples.—I am glad your friends found 
accurately sized up. I don't 
Sometimes 
cross and write me, oh, 
letters, especially when I 


they get very 


scolding 


tempers. It’s quite funny to see them 
verify that. 2. Your writing shows a 
outspoken but sometimes cau- 
tious person, very anxious to make a 
good impression, and careful to that end. 
You can adapt yourself to circumstances 
and probably also to the circle you adorn. 
You have system, sense of proportion, de- 
cision, and bright peragption. You never 
waste words in expressing yourself. You 
can be a warm friend. | shouldn't care 
to have you for an enemy. There is a 
good deal of character in these lines, but 
they need discipline. 
Blossom.—Go_ along, 
blarney, you. Sure, I’m _ too 
eaught like that. So you 
writing ‘‘should contain a 
ter” ? 


little Irish 

old to be 
think your 
lot of charac- 
Well, you did your best to hinder 


you 


it by using that awful blue paper, which 
bothers my eyes (and they aren't bad 


eyes, either). You have imagination, ten- 
acity, love of power, and a bright mind. 
Little escapes you, my bloomer. There is 
lots of vital force and impulse and energy 
about you, and a good deal of snap and 
isi You may easly run out of 
patience sometimes, for your stock is 
limited, and you mustn't be discouraged 
if things don’t go just as you expect. A 









September child you may easily be. Were ' 
you born before the 22nd? How often 
must I tell you, bad child, that I want 
the day as well as the month. You are 
humane, responsive and lovable. 
Jacques.—Now, this is too bad. A fool- 


ish man person sends his social news to 
the ‘Correspondents’ Column,” and it lies 
three weeks unopened. Dear boy, I don't 
always have time to go through my cor- 
respondence as soon as it comes in, and 
shunt off society notes to the proper 
quarter. That's why your party wasn't 
flourishing in the social items of “day 
behind yesterday,’ as the funny man said 
at Shea’s last week. 

Karl Linda.—Born on January 10th? 
Well, you are a Capricorn child—(a goat, 
good K.L.)—and your formality and dis- 
cretion in expression are suggestive of 
the conventional Capricorn. You wish 
for legends and information about the 
Castle of Ischia. Is it on the island of 
that name, between the Bays of Naples 
and Gaeta? I remember the Lake of 
Ischia in the crater and also the voleano, 
Monte Epomeo, and the lovely scenery, 
but not the castle, and I haven't time to 
hunt it up to-day. I shall find out about 
it, however, and let you know iater on. 
Thanks for the season’s greetings. Have 
a good time yourself! I think your writ- 
ing had better wait. It’s still forming. 

Lusus Naturae.—l. Well, I think you 
must have been looking over Lady Gay’s 
shoulder the day you wrote, or she over 
yours, Your 





views are sv much alike 
on the worry question. “What should 
you think,’ say you, ‘of a girl who 
had little things happen every day to 


worry her, but who simply would not, or 


eculd not, worry?’ Why, honey, that’s 
my sort of giri. Shake hands, Lady 
Gay blows you a kiss. God bless the 





merry souls of us! 


So you have a birth- 
day 


in September; so have lL. "Tis some- 


times a Worrying month, but, glory be! 
We're not that sort, 2. There are dif- 


ferent sorts of backhand. Yours is the 
sort that may be studied for its pleasant 
twirls and hopeful inspirations, as well 


as good, clear thought, careful method, 
love of beauty and harmony, and facility 
of expression. “No wealth and yet a 
very happy girl.’ Ah, you lucky mor- 
tal, you have wealth that is worth all 
the gold of Yukon. Only those may 
be happy Christmas Day who could be 
happy if it were any other day. We 
aren't babies, to be made happy by toys 
and pudding. Happiness lies deeper 
than times and seasons, though per- 
chance Christmas may bring us things 
and people we love, and chances to help 
others. And when you read this, ‘twill 
be all over, and you and | won't worry 
over that, will we? Long may you ftlour- 
ish in your ‘** sainted burg.’’ 

A Puzzle.—There are some traits here 
which are very like that ** won't worry” 
girl. Both studies are full of life and 
ready for all comers. This one certainly 
allows herself more swing. Both are 
fond of talk and bright of perception. 
It would not surprise me if they were 
just one person's writing under dif- 
ferent direction. There is the same dash 
and inspiration, adaptability, general 
pleasantness, but im this study the im- 
pulse is freer and more natural. The 


confession of a disposition to analyze 
the critical impulse—is purely a Septem- 





ber trait. Are you two or one, ma’am? 
Enquirer.—This looks like a foreigner, 
but has very clever earmarks. Ambi- 
tion and idealism are very largely sug- 
gested, sentiment is strong and respon- 
siveness marked. Writer can, but does 
not always, think closely and logically. 
The mind is not fully harmonized, or 


rather, it chooses to evolve conclusions 
in an intricate and devious manner 
peculiarities which 1 thisk are due to 
foreign influences speak of careful, al- 
most ascetic, methods, and the lack of 
expression of will and firmness bothers 
me, for I am sure the writer has notions, 
Concentration, nervous foree, which mays 
be of very exalted quality, and personal 
independence are suggested Writer will 
need discipline, and perhaps will have to 
suffer in getting it. 

Dee.—Being born in August? Heigho! 
you need not bother about August, since 
you come too late. After the 22nd you're 
a September baby—a Virgo. Your desire 
to devote yourself to nursing is so na- 
tural a Virgo notion, but an only daugh- 
ter, with a delicate mother, would be 
worse than a Hottentot to leave her and 


go nursing other people Make “ some- 
thing particular’ to do, my girl Even 
small towns have their poor, their lonely, 
end you can find surely work in your 
home. Have fads, but don't leave the 
mother, delicate and ailing. and you her 
enly girl! Your writing is generous and 
bright Your will is strong and notional 


and there’s no particular sentiment about 
you Do you know that September chil- 
dren, such as you, can profitably go into 


thought upon matters concerning the 
spirit life. and oneé started there's no 
telling what they can accomplish. You 
have not “bothered” me. Write again. 
We may discover sofhething to make 
that stupid littl town quite interesting. 
I think myself that it's a dear little 
town, I know it well. 





Professor FE. Masson of Victoria Uni- 
versity has resumed his classes in French. 


Telephone, North 1648. 


The | 


“The ale that’ 


always good.” 





Do Cut-Off Heads Live ? 


VERYONE is familiar with the 
E story of the nobleman who saved 
his estates to his heirs by rising 

from the block and walking three steps 
after his head had been cut off. This ar- 
gued something like intelligence in the 
body. Dr. Oliver Norton, a recent in- 
vestigator, argues that all the thinking 
power is in the head, and the axe does 
not end it. Dr. Norton has been in the 
naval service for eighteen years. He 
has been around the world several times. 
When the allied forces marched to the 
relief of Pekin he accompanied them. It 
was on this expedition that he gathered 
the data that form the basis of his de- 
claration that the death of a man be- 
headed is not instantaneous. At Canton 
he witnessed the execution of 36 Chinese 
in one afternoon, and studied the grue- 
some spectacle from a purely scientific 
standpoint. Dr. Norton said: “It was on 
a Sunday afternoon in last November 
that the wholesale execution took place. 
[ was standing outside a pottery where 
official execution ground is situated, 
when there were loud shouts and a 
crowd of Chinese came running up. The 
36 condemned men followed in litters 
carried by coolies. The men’s elbows 
were drawn back and pinioned; their 
hands were bound together, and heavy 
irons were on their The litters 
were turned over, and their occupants 
spilled out on the ground. Seven came 
in the tirst batch, and these were forced 
to kneel in the street and wait nearly 
ten minutes for the arrival of the others. 
Piracy and murder were the crimes for 
which the majority of the men were to 
be killed. When the others arrived they, 
were made to kneel, the party be- 


legs. 


too, 


ing arranged in a long line, two and 
three abreast. A tage was attached to 
each man’s pigtail, and a similar tag 
Was fastened to the blouse. This was 


for the purpose of identification, and to 
ensure the burying of each head with the 
body to which it belonged. A stick stuck 
out of the collar of each man’s blouse, 
and to this was attached a paper con- 
taining an account of the criminal and 
his crime. The men showed no signs of 
being under the influence of opium, and 


Were apparently unconcerned. A high 
cilicial, with a red umbrella, came out 
to see that justice. was done, and a 


guard of 15 soldiers lined up to prevent 
any attempt ata Many of the 
condemned men exchanged — farewells 
With friends in the crowd of onlookers, 
but there were no signs of grief or col- 
lapse on the part of anyone. Two exe 
cutioners performed the entire 36 decapi- 
tations. The headsmen were armed with 


rescue, 


heavy two-handed swords. They did 
their work cleanly and rapidly, and in 
all but three cases the heads fell at a 


single stroke. A remarkable feature of 








ThicKen up 


Your Blood 
e 
for winter. 
Our winters will shock the 
hardiest of constitutions unless 
fortified with such a tonic lax- 
ative as **Abbey’s.’’ Doyou 


feel that every wind that blows 
chills you to the very marrow ? 
You need **Abbey’s”’ to thick- 
en up the blood—it is a fruit 
salt that eradicates impurities 
—promotes regular action of 


the bowels—stimulates circu- 


lation —tones the nerves—paints 


everlasting health roses on the 


cheek—try it. 


Ask your Druggist for 
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Osteopathy. 


JOHN ARTH BR E. REESOR, D.O. 


OSTEOPATHIC PHYSICIAN. 


Office—Room 111, Confederation Life Build- 
ing, cor. Yonge and Richmond Sts., Toronto, 
Ont. 
Hours—9 to 12 a.m. ; 1 to 4 p.m. 
Consultation free. 


the occasion was the 
spectators. As the 
first victim there was a wild outburst of 
cheering, and this was repeated after 
each stroke. I asked a Chinese the rea- 


demeanor of the 
sword fell on the 


son for the demonstration, and he said 
that it was to make the doomed men 
brave, As the heads Yell I ex- 


amined them closely. There would be a 
swift upward movement of the eyes, an 
expression of surprise would come over 
the face, as if the victim were wonder- 
ing what had hf€ him, the lips would 
move as if in an attempt to speak, and ‘ 
then the faces would turn pale, and a 
faint, which speedily gave way to death, 
would follow. Many of the faces showed 


looks of intelligence at the instant the 
head fell, but this, of course, was only 
for a second In a number of cases a 


decided 


and repeated several times. 


effort to swallow was shown, 
In some in 
stances there was a pronounced effort to 
speak, judging from the expressions and 
movements of the lips. There were no 
convulsive movements in any of the bod- 
ies or legs, the heads alone 


life 


showing 


signs ot 





She Strove to Please, 





The waiter-girl at our table was im 
bued with a sincere desire to give satis 
faction. She did her best to get from 


the kitchen precisely what each boarder 
asked for, and very well 
indeed. 

The other evening, at 
interrogatively to 
“Chicken or 


she succeeded 
dinner, she said 
man in turn, 
tomato soup?” And one 
made answer, “Tomayto,” and the second 
said, “Tomawto soup, please,” and the 
third added, “Vl take tomatto.” 
Whereupon the intelligent maiden de 
livered the several orders into the kitchen 
in this wise, “One tomayto soup, one 
tomawto soup, and one tomatto soup.” 

Thus each guest received precisely 
what he had asked for and was happy 
until the next. order was taken. 


each 


But that is another course, 
A a a i 
Every married man is a hero to some 


bachelor. 
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Do You Want to Know Why ' 














dhestra, under the direction of 
Dr. Torrington, gave their usual 
Christmastide production of Han- 
del’s “Messiah” last Thursday evening in 
the Massey Hall before a large and very 


T HE Toronto Festival Chorus and Or- 


appreciative audience. The performance 
which was given—save in the case of one 
of the soloists—with local talent and re- 
sources, has elicited general praise. The 
features of the concert. were the splen- 
did showing made by the chorus, which 
numbered about 300 voices, the credit- 
able work of the orchestra and the sur- 
prisingly satisfactory efforts of the solo- 
ists. The good qualities of Dr. Torring- 
ton’s chorus were more in evidence than 
usual. They sang with a full, rich and 
sonorous body of tone, which in the mas- 


sive effects completely filled the hall 


without having even a suspicion of noisi- 
ness associated with it. In point of 
steadiness, precision of attack and clear- 
ness of enunciation the chorus distin- 
guished themselves to an equal degree. 
Dr. Torrington obtained from his forces 
some most telling dynamic effects, not- 
ably in crescendo and decrescendo. 1| 
noted that in the number “For Unto Us” 
he restrained the power of the chorus in 
the passages preceding the apparition 
of the fortissimo, to a greater degree 
than usual. The contrast was marked, 
and when the repressed energy and force 
of the mass of singers and instrumental- 
ists were let loose the effeet was grandly 
impressive and strangely stirring. The 
soul-moving “Hallelujah” was, of course, 
the grand popular success, and was en- 
thusiastically re-demanded. <A_ special 
word of praise must be awarded to the 
soprano section. With, in the aggre- 
gate, fresh and clear voices, they sus- 
tained the highest notes of their pn 
bers, despite the modern pitch, with 0 
signs of distress, and with a firmness 
rarely heard. By the way, this “modern” 
pitch will probably in the course of a 
few years be old-fashioned. In the Unit- 
ed States both piano-makers and orches 
tras have adopted what is known as the 
“International” pitch, which approaches 
that used in the days of Handel, and on 
the continent of Europe the low pitch 
is almost universal. | have not ex- 
hausted the enumeration of the merits 
of the chorus. Their gradations ot 
shading evinced more retinement than 
of old, and their very soft singing was 
not marked, as is so often the case, by 
thinness of tone. 

Of the soloists, Miss Eileen Millett, 
the soprano, came in for unstinted praise. 
She has never, in my opinion, been heard 
to so much advantage, nor has she eve 
sung with so much authority and confi- 
dence. Her voice seems to have in- 
creased in breadth. Clear and true, her 
voice was always of a most engaging 
quality, but one had to acknowledge 
that it was somewhat light in character. 
This lack of weight, if the expression 
may be used, Miss Millett seems to be 
overcoming, and added color and full- 
ness were revealed in her singing on this 
oceasion. The chain of recitatives as- 
signed to the soprano were admirably 
delivered by her with accurately adjust- 
ed tone and well judged oratorical em- 
phasis. The great aria, “I Know That 
My Redeemer Liveth,”’ was, on the 
whole, expressively rendered, and with 
sustained purity of voice. The contralto, 
Miss Grace Lillian Carter, sang her num- 
bers very sweetly, and the timbre of her 
voice made an acceptable contrast with 
that of the soprano. Mr. David Ross ac- 
quitted himself with honor. His smooth- 
ness of delivery and phrasing, and the 
musical characteristics of his voice served 
him in good stead. His organ is perhaps 
a trifle too light for the exacting robust 
arias, but it is difficult to have a singer 
armed at all points. The tenor, an im- 
portation from the States, Mr. Holmes 
Cowper, sang with honest fervor, and 
altogether made a very favorable impres 
sion. The “Comfort Ye” was one of his 
best efforts. 

The orchestra, composed of local play 
ers, never did smoother work, either in 
regard to tone or execution Their 
achievement Was most encouraging to 
the well-wishers of local enterprise in 
the matter of founding an orchestra 
here. Summarizing, I may say that, 
while in some respects Dr. Torrington 
has given more brilliant productions of 
the oratorio, chiefly on account of the 
eminent foreign assistance he has had. 
he has never distinguished himself to so 
great a degree by demonstrating what 
can be accomplished with our own musi 
cal resources. Efficient assistance was 
given in the Way of accompaniment by 
Mrs. Blight at the organ and Miss Ethe} 
Husband at the piano. 


© 


| had no space available last week to 
notice the excellent concert given on the 
l2th inst. by the choir of the Parkdale 
Presbyterian Church. The part-songs 
by the choir were most enthusiastically 
received, and had evidently been the sub- 
ject of much care and thought in the 
preparation by the choirmaster, Mr. Ed 
mund Hardy. The quartette of the choir 
soloists was also a prominent feature of 
the programme. Assistance was given 
by the Conservatory String Quartette, 
the Misses Gertrude Murchison and Mae 
Keating, pianists, pupils of Mr, Hardy; 
Mr. Rechab Tandy, tenor; the Rev. A 
Logan Geggie, reader, and Miss Louise 
Pandy, accompanist, all of whom added 
much to the enjoyment of the occasion 


For the performance of Sir Alexandet 
Mackenzie’s “Dream of Jubal,’ which is 
only to be given thrice at the series of 
Mackenzie music festivals in Canada, 
(Charles Fry of London, who originated 
the narrator’s part at its first produc 
tion in Liverpool! and London, will come 
expressly from England. Sir Alexande 
Mackenzie has also approved of the en 
vagement of Madame Ethel Wood, a 
powerful festival soprano; Wilfrid Vin 
yo, a young English tenor, who has re 
cently come to the front in England; 
Reginald Davidson, baritone, and Wat 
kin Mills 


. 


The advent of the Schumann Trio, the 
latest organization for the purpose of 
promoting the cause of classical cham 
ber music, will be heartily welcome by 
the musical community. With three such 
brilliant local artists as Messrs. J.D. A 
lripp, pianist; Frank Blachford, violin 
ist, and H. S. Saunders, violoncellist, 
the concerts of the trio cannot fail to 


be both instructive and 
Their first concert was given in the hall 
of the Conservatory of Music on Thurs- 
day evening of last week, before a select 
audience of cultivated taste. 








interesting. 


How well 
the programme was carried out may be 
inferred when it is said that the trio 
had faithfully rehearsed the various 
numbers for the past six months. One 


great result of this sustained study was 
that the performance was marked by 


refinement of finish, clearness of detail, 
unanimity of ensemble and a comprehen- 
sive grasp of the spirit of the music as a 
whole. The numbers presented were 
Beethoven’s trio in G, the Gade trio, op. 
42, and Schumann’s trio in D minor, all 
beautiful compositions of individual mer- 
it. Miss Gunn was the vocalist. She 
has a most attractive soprano voice, and 
sang in charming style. 
* 

Sir Arthur Sullivan’s last operetta, 
“The Emerald Isle,’ produced for the 
first time in Toronto at the Princess 
Theater on Monday night by the Jetfer- 
son de Angelis Company, has been re- 
ceived with general expressions of de- 
light. As is a matter of history, the 
composer died before he had finished his 
score, but the necessary filling in was en- 
trusted to Mr. Edward German, favor- 
ably known as the writer of the “Henry 
VIII.” suite and of some characteristic 
old English dance forms. In the last act 
Mr. German had to compose several 
numbers that Sir Arthur had left un- 
touched. It is safe to say that no one 
hearing the work would judge that it 
Was in any way a composite production, 
so skilfully and sympathetically has Mr. 
German acquitted himself of his task. 
The opera is a most welcome variation 
on the general class of comic opera which 
has been offered to the Toronto public 
for many years. It seems to carry with 
it the atmosphere of the Green Isle, and 
with its picturesque investiture in the 
way of scenery and costumes, its typical 
characters, and its music with the Irish 
plaintiveness tinging its expression, it 
may claim to be an Irish opera in the 
best sense of the word. Sir Arthur has 
bequeathed to us many dainty measures, 
many beautiful strains, and many brisk 
and brilliant passages in this work. He 
has, moreover, made a new departure in 
several cases in his treatment of the 
chorus, and has repeated himself less of- 
ten than he allowed himself to do in his 
preceding operas. The book, by Captain 
Basil Hood, is, I think, unnecessarily 
spun out, so that at times one finds one- 
self losing grasp of the situation. The 
dominant ideas of the libretto are whim- 
sical enough, and were no doubt pat- 
terned after the Gilbertian methods. 
The characters are moved by contradi¢- 
tory motives, and act with unconscious 
humor and with a gravity that suggests 
that they are taking everything serious- 
ly. There is one broadly humorous role, 
that of Professor Bunn, impersonated by 
the inimitable De Angelis, but the part 
is not one that need be taken, except by 
choice, into the region of farce. Speak- 
ing generally, the work is built on the 
lines of opera comique, although of 
slenderer texture than such a specimen 
as “Fra Diavolo.” I have unavoidably 
to summarize, but must steal space to 
mention the bold, breezy “ad captan- 
dum” Devonshire song of the sergeant 
of H.M. llth Regiment, the tripping 
quartette, “Two Is Company. Three Is 
None: the grandiose entrance aria of 
the Lord Lieutenant, Bunn’s clever song, 
with chorus, “Many Years Ago,” and the 
well worked up finale ensemble to the 
first act. in which the composer has 
shown his old ability to write effective 
and practicable vocal music. Then there 
are a beautiful trio, “On the Heights of 
Glantaun;” a charming solo for the 
Lord Lieutenant’s daughter Rosie, “Oh, 
Setting Sun;” a haunting incantation for 
the fairy Cleena, a singularly beautiful 
aria, “I Love You,” and a genuine and 
exhilarating Irish jig, with choral accom- 
paniment. The jig and the “I Love You” 
are, it is said, two of the contributions 
of Mr. German. The company is a first- 
class one, the principals and chorus be- 
ing more than ordinarily effective as 
singers. Among the principals Miss Kate 
Condon, who impersonates Molly, a peas- 
ant girl, may be specially mentioned. 
She has a very rich, warm-colored con- 
tralto, and she has two or three very 
effective moments in the music al- 
lotted to her. It is to be hoped that 
“The Emerald Isle” will make a return 
visit so that one may have an oppor- 
tunity to become better acquainted with 
the score. 


* 


Mrs. Golding, a pupil of Mr. Arthur 
Blight, made quite an impression at 
Shelburne recently. The following is 
from the Shelburne “Free Press:” “Mrs. 
Golding of Tottenham is possessor of 
an excellent voice, well trained, and a 
solo by her was the feature of the even 
ing, her articulation being especially 
fine.” 
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A piano recital of much interest and 
artistic merit was given in the Music 
Hall of the Conservatory of Musie on 
Saturday evening last by advanced pu 
pils of Mr. A. S. Vogt. The programme 
embraced original compositions by Bach 
and Liszt and several standard transcrip 
tions by Tausig and Liszt jach’s Ital 
ian Concerto was played with much bril 
liancy and unerring accuracy by Miss 
Mabel Will, and Tausig’s great tran 
scription of Bach’s Toccata and Fugue 
in D minor was interpreted with admir- 
able breadth of style and technical finish 
by Miss Cecil MeKenna.  Liszt’s Rigo 
letto Fantasia and the same composer's 
‘Liebestod,” from “Tristan and Isolde,” 
were artistically played by Miss Jessie 
Dickson and Miss Emma Bielin respec 
tively. Mr. F. Arthur Oliver played in 
excellent style Liszt’s Sonnet de Petrar 
ca, No, 123, and a particularly brilliant 
and mature performance by Miss Eu 
yenie Quehen of the very exacting and 
consequently seldom heard Ballade in B 
minor by the same composer, made up 
the piano numbers. The audience was 
most enthusiastic in the applause of all 
of the performers. Very valuable assist 
ance was rendered by Miss Olive Shep 
pard, who played a movement from Men 
delssohn’s violin Concerto and Sarasate’s 
Zigeunerweisen This talented young 
performer, who is studying with Mr 
Klingenfeld, was several times recalled 
\ tenor solo from Handel’s “Acis and 
Galatea,” by Mr. Arthur Heyes, pupil 
of Dr. Ham, was also much enjoyed. The 
recital throughout was most creditable 
to all who took part in it 
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(An open rehearsal of the Mendelssohn 
Choir was held on Tuesday evening of 
last week, the occasion being of espec iil 
interest because of the presence of the 
honorary president of the society, Mr. 
B. E. Walker, general manager of the 
Bank of Commerce. Friends of the 
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chorus were admitted by ticket, and the 
various numbers rendered by the choir 
were most enthusiastically received. 
Gounod’s splendid motette, "O Day of 
Penitence;” Percy Pitt’s choral ballad, 
“4 Love Symphony ;” Gounod’s six-part 
anthem, “All Ye Wlio Weep;” Sir R. P. 
Stewart’s paft-song, “The Cruiskeen 
Lawn,” and two numbers from Elgar’s 
charming choral suite, “From the Ba- 
varian Highlands,” were sung in excel- 
lent style, the purity and warmth of 
tone of the chorus being especially in 
evidence. In the more dramatic. num- 
bers the volume of tone was surprising, 
and was fully equal to that oftentimes 
produced by choirs of twice the numeri- 
cal strength of the Mendelssohn Choir. 
Coleridge Taylor’s “Hiawatha’s Wedding 
Feast” was also sung with fine effect, 
this work being practically ready for 
public performance, although nearly two 
months yet intervene between the re- 
hearsal and the concerts in February. 
Mr. Walker then addressed the chorus, 
expressing his great pleasure at hearing 
the choir, which he pronounced, as _ his 
honest conviction, to be surpassed by 
none in America, and which, from obser- 
vatioOns abroad, he felt might justly be 
classed with the best of existing choruses 
anywhere. He referred eloquently to 
the educational work of the society, as 
evidenced in the keen interest which is 
being taken in its concerts by musical 
people all over the province, and inti- 
mated that the time was not far distant 
when the most influential and wealthy 
people of the city would be prepared to 
take a decided and practical interest in 
the efforts now being put forth to earn 
for the city a genuine reputation as a 
musical center. Mr. Walker was intro- 
duced in a few well-chosen remarks by 
the active president of the society, Mr. 
W. H. Elliott. The rehearsal was brought 
to a close by the singing of the National 


Anthem. 
* 


* 

There has been a lively discussion in 
England on the question whether girls 
had better be educated as cooks or mu- 
sicians. London “Truth” has this to 
say: 

“Music teaching is now so universal 
that mediocrity in the art is becoming a 
drug in the market. Unless she be a 
good-looking vocalist (when with very 
little talent musical comedy may offer 
her a competency), or be among the doz- 
en or so in the very first rank of instru- 
mentalists, the young lady musician 
stands but a poor chance of gaining a 
livelihood at all. It may be an absurd- 
itv, but it remains the truth, that par- 
ents and pupils prefer even an indifferent 
male to the best of feminine teachers. 
The vast majority of young ladies who 
have passed through our great academies 
of music find it difficult to secure any 
appreciable teaching connection, even, at 
the starvation price of eight lessons for 
a guinea. Advertisements of music les- 
sons at sixpence each are by no means 
uncommon, especially in the provincial 
papers. It seems from the correspond- 
ence in the Continental journals that 
even this sum would be considered high 
in Germany. As performers, ladies are, 
unfairly enough, accorded little or no 
opportunity. Hundreds of them pass 
every year through the Royal Academy, 
toyal College and Guildhall School of 
Music; but women never by any chance 
are accorded a seat in the orchestra, ex- 
cept, be it said, occasionally as unpaid 
amateurs. It cannot be pretended that 
the sex itself is objected to in orchestral 
work, for the harpist is almost always a 
lady; although Miss Timothy, who 
played the harp at the coronation, is the 
only female member of the state band. 
It cannot be that ladies are objected to 
owing to any particular want of. skill, 
for some of the cheap importations from 
the Continent are vastly inferior as or- 
chestral performers to the average fe- 
male violinist. Ladies, moreover, do not 
get drunk, whereas Mr. Thomas Reeves, 
in a case reported in the musical papers, 
swore he had frequently seen ‘three or 
four members of a male orchestra come 
to their work in an intoxicated condi- 
tion, an assertion for which he will 
probably be called to account. Ladies. 
again, are attentive and punctual at re- 
hearsal. Their exclusion from the orches- 
tra is due to little more than prejudice. 
But the fact remains, and accordingly 
the professor of music was, from the 
financial point of view, quite justified in 
recommending his daughters to study 
cookery rather than an art from the 
better paid ranks of which their sex is 
shut out.” CHERUBINO. 





Music That Strains the Clothing. 





The standard of musical excellence 
varies according to differences of taste, 
nationality, and occupation. Mrs. Um- 
blatter, whose husband was the director 
of a New York orchestra, had a stan- 
dard of her own, which she did not. hesi- 
tate to confess to one of her neighbors. 

“What operas does your husband like 
to play best?” asked the visitor, a 
friendly and well-meaning person. 

“That I know not,” said the wife, 
busily darning an old shirt, “but this I 
know: Whateffer he likes, I like not 
the Wagner operas. For the sound 
they are good enough, but for the 
: he neffer yet comes home 
from any one of those Wagner operas 
that he has not torn a place in his poor 
old shirts. When the cloth is weak 
and has been often mended one prefers 
the Italian operas always.” 


clothes—ach ! 
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An Editor's Kick, 

A Missouri editor, who is about to 
pull up and leave for lack of support, 
sarcastically remarks in parting that 
editors don’t need money. “Don’t worry 
about the editor,’ he Sitys. “He has ‘a 
charter from the state to act as doormat 
for the community. He'll get the paper 
out somehow, and stand up for you when 
you run for office, and lie about your 
pigeon-toed daughter’s tackey wedding, 
and blow about your big-footed sons 
when they get a $4 a week job, and 
weep over your shrivelled soul when it 
is released from your grasping body, and 
smile at your giddy wife’s second mar- 
nage He'll vet along. The Lord only 
knows how—but the editor will get 
there somehow.” 
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DR. EPWAED FI°HEK, Mu-ical Director 
THE BEST EQUIPMENT AND FACILITIES 
AND STRONGEST FACULTY IN CANADA. 


Re-opens after vacation January 2nd, 1903. 


SCHOOL of LITERATURE and t X PRESSION 
Mrs. Inez Nicholson-Cutter, Principal. 
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MR. RECHAB TANDY 
TENOR 
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Toronto, Ontario, Ca: 
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BARITONE 
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Culture. 
Studio—Nordheimer’s. 


Toronto Junction College of Music 


MISS VIA MACM'!LLAN, Directress. 
Class ofte chers in ‘‘Common Sense Method” 
for beginners in mu ic, Dec. 27th to Jan. Léth. 
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March, April and May, 1903. 


WATKIN MILLS 


England's Fminent Bas3o. 


EDUA®D PARLOVITZ 


Renowned Polish Pianist. 


In superb recital programme. Applications 
for d.tes to be made without d- lay to 


W. SPENCER JONES, BROCKVILLE. 





THE SHERLOCK ENTERTAINMENT BUREAU. List 
of Artists:—The Con-ervatory String Quar- 
tette, J.D A. trip», Leorora James Kennedy, 
Arth»or Blight, Ida McLean Dilworth, The 
Sherlock Concert Company, Alice Fieldhouse, 
Otte James, Hattie Mor-e H:imburger, The 
Schumann Trio, J _M. Sherlock, Anna Parker, 
Geo. F. Smedley, Kate Archer. The Sherlock 
Mal Quartette, Eminent Lectures; Mabel 8 
Hicks, Concert Pianist; Annie L. McNichol, 
Scottish Soprano. 
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F. ARTHUR OLIVER, A.T.C-M. 
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ws The Edna Sutherland Concert Company... 
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MISS JULIA F. MacBRIEN 
CONCERTS PIANIST AND TEACHER 
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Collegiate and University examinations ia 
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Studio—4 Sussex Avenue. 


EDMUND HARDY, Mus. Bac. 


Teacher of Piano-Playing and uf Musical 
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Organist and choirmaster of Parkdale Pres- 
byterian Church. 
Studio—Toronto Conservatory of Music. 
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Violin examiner for Toronto University. 


MR. H. M. FIELD 
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For terms, etc,, address—J. W. Baumann, 
Studio 3, Nordheimer’s. 


EO. D. ATKINSON 
Teacher of Piano and Organ Playin 
Toronto College of Music and 8t. Andrew's 
College. Organist and Choirmaster Wesley 
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M'ss JENNIE E. WILLIAMS, F.T.C.M. 
MEZZO SOPRANO 
Voice Culture and Piano. Studio — Nord- 
heimer’s,Toronto. Residence—635 Spadina Ave. 


DeNAtD HERALD, A.T.C.M. 
TEACHER OF PIANO 
Toronto Conservatory of Music, Westbourne 
School and Upper Canada College. 
Address—® Ross Street. 





MISS MARGUERITE DUNN, B.E, 
Dramatic and Bumoereus Recitals 


Teacher of Elocution and Dramatic Art. 
369 Wiltoa Avenue, Toronto, 


Miss CARTER 


TEACHER OF THE PIANO 
380 Brunswick Ave. 





IN 
12-14 Pembroke Street. Dr. F. H. Torrington, 





Ma-rical Director, Reopens Friday, Jan. 
2nd, 1903. Children’s Kindergarten Music 
Cla ses begin January 8th. 
syllabus on application. 


MISS MARY HEWITT SMART 


SOPRANO 
VOICE CULTURE 


Vocal Directress Ontario Ladies’ Coll 
Whitby. Vocal Teacher St. M t's Col. 
1 Neer ag Studio—. U 

, north, 2056. Yonge Street Arcade, 
W. F. HARRISON 

* Organist and Choirmaster St. Simon's 
Church, Musical Director of the ‘tario 
Lanes Co —— . Teacher of Bune 
an ae al tory ‘usioc, 
Bishop School, and Miss Veal’s School. 

18 Dunbar Road . - Roredale, 


oO. FORSYTH 

e (Director Metropolitan School of Music) 
Receives pupils at any time—prefessional, 
advanced and amateur—in piano technics, 
pee oad and musical interpretation. 


ony, etc. 
Studie for private lessens—Nordheimer s 


15 King Street East, Toronto. 


MISS E. H. MOCKRIDGE 
TEACHER OF PIANO 


At Toronto College of Music, Bishop Strachan 
School and St. Monica's School. 
Private pupils at Studio— 
No. 10 St. Joseph Street. 


ANNA PARKER 


SOPRANO 
for Dates, Terms, etc., apply to 


Sherlock Entertainment Bureag, or Anna 
Parker, Toronto Conservatory of Music, 
Toronto. 


ADAM DOCKRAY 
TENOR 
Teacher of Singing 


Studio—Room N, Yonge Street Arcade. 
Residence—79 Charles Street. 


FRANK S. WELSMAN 
| we PIANIST ... 
CONCERTS, RECITALS. 


A limited number of advanced pupils accepted. 
32 Madison Ave., or Toronto College of Music 
Telephone N. 391. 


alendar and 























P. J. McAVAY 


Teacher of Singing 


Studio—146 Ossington Avenue 


MISS LOIS WINLOW 


Pupil of Anton Hekking, Berlin, Germany. 
SOLO 'CELLIST 


Concert engagements and a limited number of 
pupils accepted. Studio—264 Seaton St. For 
terms and dates apply to W. F. Tasker, Toronto. 


GEORGE F. SMEDLEY 
Banjo, Guitar and Mandolin Soleist 
Will receive Pes and corcert engagements, 
geaity Bavjo, Mandolin and 
Guitar Clubs. T er Toronto College of 
Musio, Bishop Strachan School, Presbyterian 


os ege. 
Studio: Daytime, at Nordheimer’s; Even- 
ings, College of Music. 


W. J. McNALLY 


TEACHER OF PIANO-PLAYING 
At Toronto Conservatory of Music. 


Organist and Choirmaster Central Presb: 
Chureh, Cems) Major Brest 


DAVID ROSS 


BARITONE 
Teacher of Advanced Singing 
Studio— Mason & Risch, 32 King West. 


MR. A. S. VOGT 


Teacher in the Advanced Grades ef Piano 
Playing 
Address— Toronto Conservatory of Music 
831 Bloor Street West. 


FRANK E. BLACHFORD 


SOLO VIOLINIST 


























Cencerts Recitals Ensemble 
Address— 168 Carlton Street 
or Conservatory of Music. 
MISS 
ANNIE SNYDER 
ELOCU Tri@NIeT 


Has a choice repertoire of the 
different dialects. Her work is 
replete vith Humor, Wit and 
Pathos. Send for circulars. 421 
Euclid Ave., Toronto (third door 
above College). 

Phone Park 1083 


RS. J. W. BRADLEY 
and Leader of Berkeley 
Vocal Teacher of Moulton Ladies’ 
Toronto, and Toronto Conservatory of M 
130 Seator Street, Toronto, 


CHRYSTAL BROWN 
CONCERT TENOR 


“It is a musical treat to hear Chrystal Brown 
Revie w. 


sing.”— Woodstock Sentinal- 


Address—35 Bellevue, Toronto. 


ISS SHEPPARD 
TEACHER OF VIOLIN 
578 Jarvis St., Teronte 

















PHYSICAL CULTURE, 


Toronto School of Physical 
Culture and Expression 


C. W. WREYFORD. 
q SEND 





M. C. HALL. 


SIMPSON 





FOR 
oa. CALENDAR 
736 WITH 
YONGE TERMS 


Iestraction im Fencing. 


DANCING .. . 


(In all its branches) 


and Physical Culture 
(Under approval of physicians) 
UNDER DIRECTION OF 


Misses Sternbarg | St Seoree’s tall 


ELM STREET 


Afternoon and Evening Classes now Forming. 


FIVE STEP — Popular dance of the season 
taught in Private or Class lessons. 








December 27, 1902 


MUSIC 


OUR STOVK OF 


SHEET MUSIC, MUSIC BOOKS, 


AND 


MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS 


is the largest and most complete in Canada 
INSPECTION INVITED 


Whaley, Royce é Co., 


LIMITED, 


168 YONGE ST. 








TORONTO 


Cash or Credit 


VIOLINS, CORNETS, STEWART & 
BAUER BANJOS, MANDOLINS, 
GUITARS... a a 





THOS. CLAXTON — 


197 YONGE STREET 





XMAS SONGS 


The First Christmas Morn - Ernest Newton 
Peace On Earth . - Gerald Lane 

The Anthem Celestial - - Jos. H. Adams 
King of Ages - - - Godfrey Marks 


——_—oOorOrOoOor 
In Keys to Sulit All Voices. 


Samples of Xmas Anthems sent on 
approval. 


88 YONGE STREET 
TORONTO 


ASHDOWN’ 


ART. 


MRS. DIGNAM 


PRIVATE STUDIO also 
Class Studios for Drawing and Painting 


42, 43, 44, 45, 46 Union Loan Building, 
28 Toronto Street. 


F. GAGEN, A.R.C.A, Artist 


Miniatures, Water-Color and Ink Portraits 
Studio—90 YONGE STREET 











W. L. FORSTER 


eee PORTRAIT PAINTING 
Gtwdie: 24 King Stree West 





EDUCATIONAL. 


DANCING 


STUDIO—249 COLLEGE STREET 
(Be ween Spadina and Huron.) 


MR. M. J. SAGE, Director 


NEW CLASSES fn Tutte 
mo thof January. Karly application is neces- 
sary, as the numbef will have to be limited. 


EVENING CLASSES 


For lad es and gentlemen forming. Appliea- 
tion must be made in person. 


PRIVATE LESSONS 


By aprointment. Hours to suit. 
Further ulars ab offive. Met-opolitan 
school of Dancing, Limited. ’Phone Main 3745. 


Central Dancing Academy 


Cor. Queen and Victoria 
Largest in Canada. Classes forming consfantly. 


Private lessons arranged any hour. Fancy 
Dancing, in all its branches. 


A CALL SOLICITED. 
R. CURTIS, Instruc or. F. R. FOX, Principal. 


The Bishop Strachan 


WYKEHAM HALL, 
School, "saan 
Organ department under Mr. J.W. F. Harrison. 
Tuition and practice on fine two-manual 
organ blown by water Motor. ee 
For terms apply— Miss ACREs, 
Lady Principal. 








RAILROAD TEANSPORTATION. 






aN TN lh 
~'DACIFIC KY. 


——— FoR 
Christmas and 


New Year’s Vacation 
Will issue return tickets to 


GENERAL PUBLIC 


At Single First-Class Fare. good goin: 
December 24th and 25th, good returning un 
December 26th, 1902; also December 31st, 1902. 
and January ist, 1903, valid for return untii 
January 20d, 1903, 

At First-Class Fare and One-third, going 
December 22nd, 23rd, 24th and 25th, also Decem- 
ber 29th, 30th, 31-t, 1902, and January Ist, 1903, 
good return:ng until January 5th, 1903. 


TEACHERS **o STUDENTS 


(On surrender of Standard Ferm School Vaca- 
tion Railway Certificate signed by Principal) 
At First-Class Fare and One-third, from 
December 6th to 31st, 1902, inclusive, good re- 
turning until January 19¢h, 1903. 
Between all stations in Canada, Port Arthur, 
Sault Ste. Marie, Mich., Detroit, Mich., Buf- 
falo, N.Y., and East. 


A. H. NOTMAN, 
A. G. P. A., 
1 King Street East, Terente. 
RAILWAY 


PN UCU iieicaes dare 


Christmas and New Year Holidays, 1902-3: 
BETWEEN’ALL STATIONS IN CANADA 


All stations in Canada to D troit and Port 
Huron, Mich.. Buffalo, Black Rock, Suspension 
Bridge and Niagara Falls, N.Y. 


GENERAL PUBLIC 

Going Dates and Limits. — At 
first-class fare, Dec. 24tn and 25th; 
returning from des ination not later than . 
26th, 1902, also on Dec. 3ist, 1902 and Jan. 
lst. 1903, good returning until Jan. 2ad, 1903. 

At single first-class fare and one-third 
Dec. 22ad, 23rd, 24th and 25th, and alro on Dec, 
29.h, 30th, 3ist, 1902, and Jan. Ist, 1903, good 
returning until Jan. 5th, 1903. 


SCHOOL VACATION 
To Teachers and Pupils of Scheols ard Col- 
leges on surrender of Schoo! Vacation Railwa: 
Certificatesigned by Principal. At single firs! 
class fare and one-third, from Dec. 6th to 3ist, 
saepeniees Tickets good retur.ing until Jan. 
th, ‘i 


For Tickets, Maps, Time Tables, and Information, apply 
to Agents. 
. North-West Cor. King and Yo: Ste. 
TORONTO OFFICES: J. W. RYDER, ©. P. & Ticket Agent 
(Phone, Main 4209). 
Union Station, J. A. Telfer, Tkt. Agt. 


All inqniries from outside of Toronte should be 
* to4. D. Mc. ‘ONALD, District Passenger Agent, Toronto, 
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FOR OUT DOOR COSTUMES 







/ Is pre-eminently the 
fashionable material. 
Can be had in plain 
colors, mixtures and 
blacks. By the yard 
orin ready-made gar- 
ments. Rain will not 


‘penetrate or spot it. 
Ask Your Dealer 














PERFUMES 


LATEST ARRIVALS AT 
. Lemaitre’s 


Central Pharmacy 


| ; 142 WEST KING STREET 
| 
| 











(opposite Rossin House) 





Ho i1 
Legrand’s Ess. Oriza 
Violettes du Czar 
Acacia de France 
Pinaud 
Guerlain 


Florodora 
Lazelle’s Carnation Pink 


and a large variety of the finest French, 
English and American Perfumes, Toilet 
Waters, and Toilet Powders, at popular 


prices. 


¢ Jicky 





Lemaitre’s Central Pharmacy 
142 WEST KING STREET 





MAKING 
| [A WILL... 


Tero the efforts put forth by an 
individual to accumulate property for 

the benefit of his family or others the 
| more imperative becomes the duty of 
L making a will. 

. We will give you free for the askin; 
the various forms of wills which will 
enable yon to draw up your will with- 
out any further trouble. 


The Trusts and Guarantee 
Company, Limited. 


j Capital Subscribed, $2,000,000.00 


Capital Paid Up, - 600,000.00 


Office and Safe Deposit Vaults 14 King 
Street West, Toronto. 


Hon. J. R. StRaTTON, President. 
T. P. Correr, Manager. 





...GLASS TILES... 


The most elegant and sanitary 
covering for walls of 


Kitchens -< Bath-rooms 


known to this age. 
: ESTIMATES FREE. 


TORONTO FLATE GLASS IMPORTING CO 
} 


Cet ame ey, re 


eas > - 


ILL & RUTHERFORD 
Show-rooms—135 to 143 VICTORIA ST., TORONTO 








FHF FF Ft E+ FFT teeter 
WE ARE SELLING 


INCANDESCENT 
GAS LAMPS 


CHEAPER THAN COAL 


AT ONE DOLLAR A TON 





Canadian Incandescent Gas Light Co. 
9 Queen St. East. Tel.—M, 2367. 


44444444444444444444444444 


$ 4444444644 





ARTISTIC ——""“" 


Billiard Tables 


: For Private Residence, 
, Club or Cafe. 2» 2 2 38 


We design and build Art Billiard 
‘Tables to harmonize with interior work. 
‘We have photographs of some very rich 
tables recently installed in prominent 
homes. ’Phone for an engagement with 

our expert. Advice cheerfully given. 


Samuel May & Co. 


74 YORK STREET, TURONTO. 





New Brooches 


; The latest New York creations 
; in dainty designs in Brooches 


and Pendante. 
SAVE FROM 10 TO 16 PER CENT. 


JAS. D. BA'LEY. 
Jewelry Pariors, Janes Building, 
Elevator. N.&. Cor. King & Yonge M. 2063 


| COLES’ 


Caterers and 
Manufacturing 

, Confectioners... 

| 719 Yonge Street, \< Toronto 


Telephones—North 2004 and 2005. 















Social and Personal. 





of the Rev. Canon Richardson of 
London, Ont., to Mr. Leonard Tilley, son 
of the late Sir Leonard Tilley of St. 
John, N.B. 
* 

Miss Ollie Foster, daughter of Mr. Wil- 
liam Foster, Rosehill Farm Gore of To- 
ronto, has been spending a week with 
her aunt, Mrs. E. F. Doudiet, of Parlia- 
ment street. 

* 

Mr. Guy Kirkpatrick left town yester- 
day, to cross the ocean again after a 
pleasant stay with friends in Canada. 
Mr. Willie Kirkpatrick, another son ot 
the late Lieutenant-Governor, Sir George 
Kirkpatrick, has been promoted, and 
leaves immediately for the West Coast, 
to take up his work there, I understand 
in connection with railway transporta- 
tion. 

* 

Mrs. Frank Clifford Sutton (nee Rou- 
thier) is visiting Mrs. Victor Williams, 
and is very welcome again in Toronto, 
where she has always had many warm 
friends. 

* 

A man who knows his Toronto by 
heart tells me that never in a quarter of 
a century have there been more fascinat- 
ing and pretty young married women in 
our city than at the present time. He 
rattled off a score of names, which quite 
convinced his hearers that he knew 
whereof he spoke. 

* 


Mr. and. Mrs. Whitehead, who had 
looked forward to at least part of the 
season with their old friends in town, 
were suddenly recalled to England by 
illness in their family. They sailed from 
New York this week. 

* 

Mrs. Fasken gave a housewarming tea 
in her fine new residence in Queen’s ave- 
nue last Saturday, at which a large num- 
ber of guests were present. Yuletide de- 
corations gave them a foretaste of 
Christmas cheer, and the crimson-shaded 
lights and odorous deep red carnations 
on the pretty buffet in the breakfast- 
room gave a very holiday effect to the 
ensemble. Mrs. Fasken and her daugh- 
ter and Miss Florence McKinnon of 
Guelph were the reception party, and 
the Misses Morgan, Banks, Ferguson, Ola 
Fasken and Muriel Maddison had _ the 
tea-table under their charge. Needless 
to say everyone was well looked after. 
D’Alesandro’s orchestra played very 
sweetly during the reception. 

* 


The visit of the London Garrison base- 
ball team last Saturday gave a fillip to a 
rather dull day in certain circles. The 
team were entertained at midday at 
Stanley Barracks, and quite a number 
braved the curious climatic conditions 
(when it was actually possible to get 
about any part of the city quite pleas- 
antly on skates) to see the match at 
the Armouries in the evening. The offi- 
cers had invited many friends, and after- 
wards, as usual, received and entertained 
them in the messroom. Among those 
present last Saturday were Colonel, Mrs. 
and Miss Buchan, Mrs. Magann, Colonel 
and Miss Delamere, Colonel, Mrs. and 
Miss Davidson, Mr. and Mrs. Alec Mac 
kenzie, the Misses Mackenzie of Ben- 
venuto, Mrs. Osborne, Mr. and Mrs. 
Ewart Osborne, Miss Barwick, Miss Ell- 
wood, Miss Barker, Major Cockburn, V. 
C., Colonel Stimson, Major and Mrs. 
Nelles, Miss Mollie Waldie, Mr. Colin 
Harbottle, Mr. and the Misses Assheton 
and Smith and Captain Elmsley. 

os 


“The Emerald Isle,” Sullivan’s last op- 
era, delighted the music-loving public, 
and was presented by real, not al- 
leged, vocalists, and had _ several fine 
soloists. The plot is not much en 
evidence, the scenery very pretty 
indeed, and the colleens and _prin- 
cipals all attractive. De Angelis, with 
an encore song of “Limericks,” more or 
less footsore, and several most absurd 
make-ups, was the funny thing, and so- 
ciety laughed consumedly at him, There 
were smart houses on off-evenings; on 
Tuesday quite a nice audience included 
a box party, at which I saw Mr. and Mrs. 
DuVernet and several others. In the 
stalls were Mr. and Mrs. Fraser Macdon- 
ald, Mr, and Mrs. Arthur Massey, Mr. 
and Miss Cosby of Maplehyrn, Mr. Vin- 
cent Greene, Mr. Guy Kirkpatrick, Mr. 
D. Harman, Mr, Oliver, Monsieur and 
Madame Rochereau de la Sabliere, two 
or three small dinner parties, who, as 
usual, arrived late and disturbed every- 
one, making us wish our theaters would 
only give them fifteen minutes more to 
“make connection,” only then they’d be 
certain to arrive at a quarter to nine! 
Talking of the strenuous life, did you 
ever see anything more trying than the 
hypnotized sentry, who keeps an out- 
rageous position for what seems half an 
hour in the first act? 

* 


His down-town friends were all glad 
to welcome Mr. George Crawford back 
to his manager’s chair in the Queen and 
Yonge branch of the Montreal Bank, and 
to see him quite recovered from his ill- 
ness. 

* 


Two busy shoppers whom I noticed on 
Tuesday were the young sons of the 
Minister of the Interior, who came down 
with Mr. Sifton to Toronto and lost no 
time in looking up Christmas gifts. They 
returned to Ottawa on Wednesday. 

* 

The arrival of Mrs. and Miss Strathy 
from England to spend Christmas in 
Montreal with relatives recalls to many 
the saddest tragedy of the coronation, 
when one of the bright and gay specta 
tors, another Miss Strathy, was in a mo- 
ment killed by the falling of a heavy 
coping from a_ building abutting over 
her chosen place to watch the parade. 

° 

Commander and Mrs. Law have a “full 
house” of fine young people for Christ 
mas, their stalwart sons being all, I be- 
lieve, at home for the holidays. 


Mrs. C. A. E. Harriss, bright and gra- 
cious as ever, spent a short visit in town 
with her sister, Mrs. Ryerson, and re- 
turned to Ottawa for Christmas, 


Dr. Ham has arranged Dorothy Blom- 
field’s beautiful hymn, “O Perfect Love,” 
in a serious and harmonious setting, It 
will, L hope, be heard and oppeestaiad by 
the guests at the happy we ings we are 
expecting. The setting is dedicated by 
vr. Ham to Mrs, Walter Barwick, and it 
was sung for the first time at tae wea 
ding in St. James’ Cathedral of Miss 
Barwick and Mr, Ewart Osborne last fall, 
for which; indeed, it was specially com- 
posed. The hymn may be sung by 


HE engagement is announced of PRINCESS WEEK DEC. 29 | 
T Miss Laura Richardson, daughter SPECIAL MATINEE NEW YEAR’S DAY. | 


A DELIGH FULLY DAINTY NOVELTY all seats 26. ‘. 26 ano 60. a Nearly 9,000 photographs, all sizes, 
Conuntntog Dengty. Tite 3 ht, Color, Music ous cote fie sane = ranging from half cabinets to life size, 
a Musical Comedy Before. THE GORGEOUS ; a aes a aed in - a since 

KLAW & ERLANGER’S WZ the hith of November last. nd every 

p A Pp : N T A 6 Photograph ordered before Dec. 20th 


In Harry B. Smith’s 


30 of the Handsomest Young 





mezzo-soprano or baritone, as its com- 
pass is most reasonable. 


and water-color paintings by Mr. Atkin- | 
son at Matthews’ Art Gallery, 95 Yonge 


-TORONTO. SATURDAY NIGHT. | 13 


SHEA’S Wescoc2 


See ee rte MATINEES DAILY | 
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EVENING PRICES, 


TROUBADOURS 


was finished on or before the 24th. Mark 
and HARRY GILFOIL 


you—vnot one customer was disappointed. 
Just as we said we would do, we did, and 
in wishing you the Compliments of the 
Season let us thank you for the most 
successful, and in every way by far the 
most satisfactory year’s 
Studio has ever known. 


In Her Four Origi al Dances. 


HINES & REMINGTON 
Io * Miss Patuer of Pateroon.” 
EVA MUDGE 
The Military Maid. 
SHERMAN & DeFOREST 
Ina wcami g Co .edy s.etch. 
THE HARMONY FOUR 
In an Original Mus cai Comedy Sketch. 
FRANCO PIPER 
With His Bajos, 


THE KINETOGRAPH 
SPECIAL EXTRA ATTRACTION 


THE MASON-KEELER CO. 


Inthe “Smart’ Set Story 
** Hooked By Crook.” 


Successful Musical 
Comedy, From the Madison Square 
Theater, New York City, 


THE | 
LIBERTY 
BELLES 


INTRODUCING 


business our 


FREDERICK LYONDE, 
PHOTOGRAPHER, 
101 KING ST. WEST. 





Women on the American Stage 
A GREAT CAST OF FIFTY PLAYERS 





SPECIAL MATINEE NEW YEAR’S DAY. 


pnnoooocoaDaooaoe 











Misses Armstrong & Anderson|Smart Tailor-Made 


Religious Thought in the Light of 
the Twentie.h Century. 


Course of sp ‘c 


ee 


MILLINERY and 
DRESSMAKING 


HAVE REMOVED 


We notice a very fine selection of oil 


Shirt Waists.# 
Se Every Style and Finsih 


street. Sunday evening sermons by 





His sheep, moonlight and el 


cade are specialties of his brush, and are | REV. J. T. dg +ERLAND, @.A., in UNITA- From No. 41 to their new premises : {| ORDERED WORK ONLY 
deservedly well worth looking at. His RIAN CHUL Jarvis Street, near Wilton 

large oil painting, a scene in Devonshire, | *¥°"¥® No. 58 KING ST.WEST Miss Franklin has plea- 
is very much admired. The exhibit will sSubjec 1:December 28th, 7p.m.: sure in announcing that 


be open until January 1. 





North aide, just west of The “ Mail” Building. 


wght of Heaven and Hell.” | — 


UNITARIAN LITERATURE 


By Rev. Stopford Brooke and Dr. Martineau of 
England Edward Everett Hale, Robert Coll- 
yer, Minat J. Savage and other eminent Uni- 
tarians of America, may be ob ained free on 
application to the SECRETARY. 


Past Office Mission Unitarian Church 


JARVIS STREET, TORONTO. 


she has enlarged the + hirt 
waist department and 
secured the services of 
4 another Expert Cutter. 


These Shirt Waists are 
of the highest grade in 
f cut and finish, and 
fashionable in design. 


“The New } 





—_—_—_—_—_—_—_—_V——————— 








Triplets are a tidal wave on the sea of 
matrimony. 


High-Class 
Costuming and Millinery 


Hostess—Oh, Mr. Guest, going away so 
early—and must you take Mrs. Guest 
away with you? Guest—Yes, I’m awful: | 
ly sorry—but I’ve got to. | 










Mr. Marryat—I see old Roxley has left 
an estate worth half a million at least. 
Wouldn’t you like to be his widow? 
Mrs. Marryat (ambiguously)—No, dear; 
I’d rather be yours. 


MISS ALEXANDER M. FRANKLIN 


No. I! 1-2 RICHMOND STREET WEST, 
TORONTO. 


Tel.—Main 175. 


MDE. JOAN BISHOP | 
| 


406 and 408 Yonge St. Tel.—Main 3077. | 
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HEAD OFFICE, TORONTO 


TO NEW INSURERS 


The future, not the past, is what a new insurer has to consider. 

The oldest life insurance company is not the best to select for the reason that it is the oldest. 
its own weaknesses. 

The “ biggest" company is not the best simply because it has secured the largest number of policy-holders. 
It costs money to be the “ biggest.” 

A large surplus is of no benefit to a new policy-holder. It is made up of dividends belonging to the older 
policy-holders, who, instead of drawing their dividends each year, have allowed them to accumulate for a period of 
years. It would be a case of ‘ Robbing Peter to pay Paul,” it new insurers received any benefit from the accumu- 
lated dividends of the older policy-holders. 

All level premium companies authorized by the Insurance Department of Canada to do business in the 
Dominion afford absolute security to their policy-holders. Deposits, in the shape of premiums, made with any of 
the regular companies are as safe, if not more so, than deposits made with any of the chartered banks. 

To make an intelligent selection of a company the new insurer should make a comparison of policy condi- 
tions, guarantees and premium rates. The rest depends upon the management of the affairs of the company and 
the care exercised in the acceptance of risks. This means consideration of the standing of the directors, who are 
responsible for the management of the affairs of the company. 

The Crown Life Insurance Company invites a comparison of its policy conditions, its premium rates and its 
guarantees with those offered by its competitors. The Company seeks only the best class of business. and as its 
operations are now confined to Canada, the healthiest country in the world, a small death loss should be experienced, 
which means larger dividends to policy-holders. The premiums paid by Canadians are invested in Canada, and the 
following men are responsible to the policy-holders for the proper conduct of the affairs of the Company : 


President, D l R ECTORS : 


HE HON. SIR CHARLES TUPPER, Bart., G.C.M.G., C.B. 
* Managing Director: GEORGE H. ROBERTS. 


ARTZ 
HERBERT M. MOWAT, K.C. S BENJ. HEAI Z, ; 
Of Mess-s. Mowat, Laogton, Mowat and Maciennan, Barristers, etc., Toronto. | President Merchants’ Bank of P.E.I , Charlottetown, P.E.1. 
| 
| 
' 


CPE CG 


AUTHORIZED CAPITAL, $1,000,000 





Age may bring 


Vice-President, 


JOHN CHARLTON, M.P. 


JOHN FOY, FRANK E. HODGINS, K.C. 
General Manager Niagara Navigation Company, Director The Toronto General Of Messrs. McMurrich, Hodgins & McMurrich, Barristers, etc., Toronto. 


Trusts Corporation, Toronto, Ont. FRANCIS H. CLERGUE, 
R. L. BORDEN, K.C., M.P. President Algoma Central Railway Company, Sault Ste. Marie, Ont. 


Director Bank of Nova Scotia, Halifax, N.S. 
; ; ISDALE, P.C, M.P, 
FREDERICK W. THOMPSON, COL. THE HON. DAVID TISDALE, P.C, U.P 


General Manager Ugiivie Milling Company, Winnipeg, Man. 
RANDOLPH MACDONALD, 


SAMUEL BARKER, M.P. Vice-Pres'dent The Sovereign Bank of Canada, Member of Firm of Mes:rs. 
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LOWER - 0’- THE - CORN” is a 
66 FE pretty ‘book name—like many 
of Crockett’s titles, “The Lilac 
Sunbonnet,” “Bog Myrtle and 
Peat” and “Lad’s Love,’ for example. 
And it is a tale as pretty as the name, 
though clouded with tragedy. “Flower- 
O’-the-Corn,” as might be suspected, is 
the nick-name of a girl. The story is of 
Marlborough’s time and of the political 
and religious wars that convulsed Eu- 
rope. It opens in the Meuse Valley, at 
Crevecoeur, where Captain Maurice 
Raith, officer under Churchill, first meets 
Frances Wellwood in the cornfields. Sub- 
sequent events, leading up ultimately to 
their marriage, are both complicated and 
stirring. The animation, force and good 
humor of Crockett are present through 
the entire narrative. “Flower-O’-the- 
Corn” must add to Crockett’s reputation 
as a literary craftsman. (Toronto: Copp, 
Clark Company.) . 


























‘Barnaby Lee,’ by John Bennett 
(Copp, Clark), is a stirring recital of 
events, real and imagined, in the early 
colonial history of the New Netherlands 
and New Amsterdam, with Peter Stuy- 
vesant, the famous burgomaster, to the 
fore as a leading character. There is 
much plotting and counter-plotting, 
much blood-letting and burning of gun- 
powder. Also, of course. there is the 
inevitable love-story. But the book is 
crammed from cover to cover with the 
deeds of fighting men rather than gal- 
lants. It will be relished by those who 
are fond of virile, manly characters, and 
will be likely to satisfy any reader in 
search of a rattling good yarn of the 
fine old Captain Marryat kipd. 


” 


The fifty-sixth issue of the Canadian 
Almanae (Copp, Clark Company) con- 
tains a full account of the census of Can 
ada so far as issued, giving the population 
of all the districts in the various pro- 
vinees of the Dominion, and also tables 
showing the population arranged accord- 
ing to the principal religions, sexes and 
conjugal condition, place of birth, ete. 
The militia information is very full and 
complete, and the British Government, 
British Army and British Navy are de- 
scribed in short, clear and interesting 
articles. A list of bank and other stocks 
dealt with on the Toronto Stock Ex- 
change is given, including information 
relating to the capital, reserve, dividends 
and highest and lowest selling prices of 
the various stocks. This list will be 
found extremely valuable. The other de- 
partments of the Canadian Almanac are 
revised and brought up to date, includ- 
ing the customs tariff, post-office direc- 
tory, lists of banks, clergy, schools, col- 
leges, societies and institutions, barris- 
ters, foreign consuls, county and muni 
cipal officers, division court clerks, police 
magistrates, life insurance, game laws, 
ete. The astronomical information has 
been considerably enlarged, and the tide 
tables for Halifax. Quebec and St. John 
for 1903 are published. The historical 
diary has been continued and enlarged, 
and a vast amount of interesting and 
instructive information of various kinds 
will be found within the covers. A map 
of the city of Toronto is given with each 
Almanac. The Canadian Almanac con- 
tains 440 pages, and the price in paper 
covers is 35 cents. 

The death of the widely-known pastor 
of the City Temple, London, will lead to 
the earlier publication of “The Life of 
Joseph Parker,’ by his long-time friend 
and associate, Dr. William Adamson, 
which the Fleming H. Revell Company 
had announced as in preparation. The 
author is adding a final chapter relating 
to the last days. 

The London correspondent of the New 
York “Tribune” has been so far im 
pressed with Sir Robert Anderson’s new 
book entitled “The Bible and Modern 
Criticism” as to write a news column 
about it. Of Sir Robert, the correspon- 
dent says: “By his retirement from the 
department of criminal investigation in 
the Metropolitan Police he is left at lib 
erty to hunt down the Higher Critics as 
conspirators against religious faith and 
common sense. . . . By sheer force 
of the habits of a lifetime, Sir Robert 
Anderson is a detective with a ruling 
passion for exposing counterfeiters and 
enmeshing conspirators in their own 
wiles; he is a trained investigator ac 
customed to processes of cross-eXamina 
tion of witnesses and practical tests of 
the credibility of evidence.” As might 
has written a trenchant 
and straightforward book, which places 
critics, Whether as radical as Professor 
Cheyne or as conservative as Professor 


be expected, he ** 


Driver, on their defence before men ot 
common correspondent 
further calls it “a work of singular cu 


sense,” rhe 


lidity of style and of remarkable argu 
mentative power,” which he reviews at 
length because there is no “American 
edition” of it But it so happens that 
the Revell Company already has an edi 


tion in 


preparation Tor immediate Issue 


The Christmas number of Acta Vii 





toriana”’ (Victoria College) is a remark 
ably interesting example of amateur | 
journalism at its very brightest and best 
“Acta,” indeed, takes rank with many 

the most ably edited periodicals in 
professional tield There is no magazine 
in Canada, and few anywhere, bettes 
printed or more attractively made uy 
The contributors to the Christmas num- | 
ber include Dr. Louis Frechette, Prinei 
pal Hlutton, Dr. Goldwin Smith, Dr. W 
H. Drummond, Professors Mavor and 
Horning, Messrs. Benjamin Sulte, Ernest 
Thompson seton, Frank Yeigh, Law 
rence J. Burpee, A. R. Carman, William 
Wilfred Campbell, Misses Ethelwy 
Wetherald and deline M Peskey, and 
many other writers and specialists of 
note, 


“Photograms of the Year,” an illus 
trated annual compiled by the editors and 
staff of the 
maintained 


Photogram,” has more than 
its interest and valu¢ 




















































fessionally or as an amateur, with 
faith in its possibilities as an imagina- 
tive and creative, not a mere mechani- 
eal, art. “Suggestions for Would-be 
Picture-Makers,” “The Divine Idea in 
Composition” and the critical articles on 
the great exhibitions should be specially 
helpful. Three Canadians have the hon- 
or of contributing photographs to the 
book—Mr. J. C. Trotter, Ottawa; Mr. 
J. P. Hodgins, Toronto; Mr. R. R. Sal 
lows, Goderich. 

Mr. Henry James Morgan is rapidly 
pushing to completion an important 
work entitled “Types of Canadian Wo- 
men Past and Present.” The first vol- 
ume is now in the press (William 
Briggs), and is expected to be ready in 
January. It will present portraits and 
biographical sketches of some three hun- 
dred and fifty women, and will be fol- 
lowed later by a second volume, fully as 
large. 





“Bridge Whist, How to Play It,” is the 
title of a very lucid and interesting 
whist book by Mr. Lennard Leigh, which 
comes opportunely to hand this month. 
Mr. Leigh has been fora long time an ac- 
knowledged authority on whist, and has 
written frequently upon the game. Any- 
one with ordinary capacity could perfect 
themselves in bridge whist from a study 
of Mr. Leigh’s book. Henry T. Coates 
& Co., Philadelphia, are the publishers. 
The same tirm brings out an inimitable 
child’s book by Kendrick Bangs, for 
Christmas gifts to the small folks, which 
rejoices in the title of “Mollie and the 
Unwiseman.”. The nonsense is delightful, 
and the binding and illustrations perfect. 

One of Messrs. Morang and Company’s 
most inviting books this Christmas sea- 
son is “Danny.” by Alfred Ollivant, au- 
thor of “Bob, Son of Battle.” Danny, of 
course, is a dog, and those familiar with 
Mr. Ollivant’s work and fond of a good 
yarn will be anxious to learn all about 
this new hero and “knight-errant,” who 
is described as “broad of chest. broad of 
brow, with, coat of tarnished silver 

the warrior and the lover in one. 
Since Lancelot there had never been such 
a gallant with fair eyes and ways of 
chivalry; since Lancelot never such a 
battle-tighter. He lived, indeed, for bat 
tle, murder and delight of kisses. To be 
loved by his lady, and to find a worthy 
foeman, these were the two passions of 
the knight in grey.” 


“My Dogs in the Northland,’ by the 
Rev. Egerton R. Young, is one of the 
Fleming H. Revell Company’s holiday 
books which is certain ‘to please a very 
wide constituency. Lovers of dogs are leg- 
ion,and toall such there is fascination in 
this direct, unaffected narrative of ex- 
periences, often thrilling, with Eskimo 
and St. Bernard sled-dogs in the north- 
ern wilds of Canada. That there is dog 
character as strongly marked as human 
character is proved beyond peradven- 
ture in Mr. Young’s recitals concerning 
“Jack,” “Cutty,” “Voyageur,” “Rover,” 
“Kimo,” and the rest. Mr. Young was 
a great missioner in his day, but his 
books show him to have been always a 
man of broad sympathies, of varied in- 
terests—a man of more than one idea. 

When the present rage for riotous 
color and over-adornment of cloth-bound 
books subsides there will be further op- 
portunity for the development of book- 
ish tastes through the book-plate—that 
little label which for centuries has 
marked the care of the cultured book- 
lover. Nevertheless during the past year 
in the United States there has been evi- 
dent quite a revival of the book-plate, 
and its use is bound to be increased in 
Canada as its possibilities are known. 
For too long it has been inaccessible to 
most book-lovers owing to the cost of 
steel engraving and designing by com- 
petent artists; and, further, the associa- 
tion with it of purely heraldie devices 
in this country has checked its adoption, 
since few of us are entitled to more arms 
than may well be used in labor. The 
developed book-plate 1s the result of the 
cheapening of engraving by line and pro- 
cess work, and the use of the single idea 
of personality. No longer is it the thing 
to engrave an elderly gentleman in By- 
ronie collar, smoking a long nine amidst 
heaps of tomes. Something must be ex- 
pressed by the device in the ex-Libris 
Which indicates the likings, pursuits or 
aspirations of the owner. He may, for 
all the life of the book, set upon it a 
symbol alongside his name, expressing 
his appreciation, his desire, or his mere 
joy in having what, rightly looked upon 
and used, is one of the grandest  heri- 
tages of our humanity—its literature. 
This may now competently be done by 
various choices of medium. When the 
book-plate comes into the library a step 
towards the best use of books hes been 
taken. One more idea, one more adorn 
ment has been added to cherished vo 
umes, making them more nearly personal 
property than before. Enquiry at Toron 
to bookstores reveals occasional orders 
but I have recently seen some modern 
examples from the pen of Mr. A. H. How 
ard, which are very definite approaches 
towards the highest in this little branch 
of art 

Scotch proverb: “A little white bird 
in the hand is worth two in the bonnie 
briar bush.”—London “Judy.” 


The Christmas “Outing” is full of color 
and is of absorbing interest for all out 
if-door people Henry McCarter has 
supplied powerful drawings in his inimit 
able stvle, while BE. W. Kemble, Frederic 
Door Steele, Martin Justice, Charles Liv 


ingston Bull, Philip R. Goodwin, and 
thers have co operated to make this 
number of “Outing” the most artistic of 


the season. Much of the illustrating is 
one in four colors 

Kk. W. Hornung, author of “The Ama 
teur Cracksman” and other well-known 
stories, contributes the complete novel to 
for January It is entitled 
No Hero,” and is notable for distinction 
of style, charm in the narrative, and ae 
uracy Of Insight into human motives 
The late lamented Frank Norris is in 
evidence by a short story. “Two Hearts 
That Beat As One,” full of the vigor and 
lorce that 


\inslee’s” 


characterized his best work 


» pn The “Arena” for December completes 
tographers since its first Issue in) LS e twenty-eighth volume of that well 
rhe volume for 1902 has just been re known review of progressive thought. It 

; 
ceived from the publishers London opens with a discussion, suggested by 
Dawbarn and Ward and shows a dé the recent coal strike, of “Private Pro 
cided advance over any of its predeces-] perty and Publie Rights,” by Edwin Max 
sors. It is replete with reproductions of | ey, LL.D., and Editor McLean announces 
the most artistic and suggestive exam-]| a symposium on the same subject for 
ples of photographic art available in] the January issue One Aspect of Con 
the year now closing Phe accompany tinental Expansion” is considered by 
ing letter-press cannot fail to enthuse,}| Jacob W. Richardson, A.B.. LL.B. “The 


inspire and. inform the reader who is 


pursuing photography, whether — pro 


Anglo-Saxon and the Afriean” is th: 
title of an article by one of the most 


enlightened negroes in America—Profes- 
sor Kelly Miller of Howard University. 


vice to American readers by reproducing 
complete, in two instalments, the “Edin- 
burgh Review’s 
in review of the first century of its his- 
tory. The article is of wide interest as 
a reflection of the social, literary and 
political conditiéns of the nineteenth 
century in England, of which the “Edin- 
burgh Review” has been an interested ob- 
server and a pungent critic. 
the last bit of writing of the great Lon- 
don preacher of Non-Conformity, Dr. Jo- 
seph Parker, was his chapter of reminis- 
cences of “A Generation in the City Pul- 
pit,’ which was printed in a recent num- 
ber of the “Living Age.” 


singularly fair and moderate presenta- 
tion of existing conditions. 


creditable light, and is written with a 


grave simplicity which gives it an almost 


address which he gave at the recent un- 
veiling of the Gladstone statue at Glas- 
gow, is published in the “Living Age.” 


Religious Thought in the Light 


long as he was not the guilty party. And 
as to the man who was willing that an- 
other should suffer in his place, we 
should not be able to find words sufti- 
ciently strong to express our sense of 


son? And would not its moral influence 


escaped their just dues, and allowed oth- 
ers to suffer in their place? 


all manliness, all character, in them? 
guilty to go free, and putting the punish- 


ness and to destroy manhood? Says 
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The “Living Age” has rendered a ser- 


9 


recent, elaborate article 


Probably 


General Louis 
Botha’s article on “The Boers and the 
Empire,” which is the leading feature of 
the “Living Age for December 6, is a 


It shows the 
brave Boer leader in a new but very 


pathetic foree. Lord Rosebery’s fine tri- 
bute to Mr. Gladstone, contained in the 


es 


of the Twentieth Century. 


(Continued from Page 2.) 


his meanness. Suppose this kind of a 
thing were carried on in a prison regu- 
larly, not in the ease of one man only, 
but of many, or all, what would be the 
result?. Would it not overturn all pro- 
per ideas of right and wrong in the pri- 


be especially bad upon all the men who 


If such a 
plan of allowing the innocent to suffer 
tor the guilty were brought into our 
schools, or our homes, would not its 
moral results be bad there, especially 
upon the children who escaped their de- 
serts? Could anything be done which 
would tend more to destroy all honor, 


And yet the Christian world for centur- 
ies has held a theory of salvation based 
upon this very principle of allowing the 


ment due them upon the innocent. Does 
anyone doubt that its influence has been 
to weaken character, to promote selfish- 


Martineau: “He who would not rather 
be damned than escape through the 
sufferings of innocence and sanctity, is 
so far from the qualifications of a saint 
that he has not even the magnanimity of 
Milton’s friends.” 

Is it any wonder that the better 
thought of the world is moving away 
from such a conception of salvation as 
this, and seeking for one that shall build 
up character and manhood? 

Fourth, the old conception of salva- 
tion makes the mistake of turning men’s 
minds primarily to the next world, in- 
stead of to this, and making it the great 
object of human desire and effort to es- 
cape hell and gain heaven on the other 
side of death. As a result, this life falls 
into comparative unimportance, except 
as a time to prepare for the next, and 
there is slight motive to make much of 
this world. 

What, then, is the new thought of sal- 
vation? It is different from the old in 
almost every respect. It has in mind 
primarily the present world, and seeks to 
make much of it in all possible ways. | 
do not mean that it is indifferent con- 
cerning the world to come. On the con- 
trary, it cherishes the thought of that 
world as a constant hope and inspira- 
tion, amid the struggles, trials and = sor- 
rows of this. But it believes that the 
true way to prepare for that world is to 
live one’s life well here and now. If a 
pupil in school would fit himself for a 
higher grade, the way to do it is to be 
faithful and diligent where-he is. Is not 
life a school? Are we not now in the 
primary grade? And will not our fitness 
tor whatever God may have for us in 
the rooms or grades beyond depend upon 
our fidelity here? 

The new thought of salvation does not 
conceive of the primary conditions of 
safety for men as being external, but 
rather internal. It sees that it would 
avail a man little to be in any possible 
external haven, unless his internal con 
ditions were right. Happiness does not 
come from without. Heavens and hells 
are primarily of the soul. 

The aim of the new salvation is two- 
fold, namely, salvation of the individual 
and salvation of society. What is salva- 
tion of the individual? It is salvation 
from everything that can hinder . his 
growth and development, or prevent the 
attainment of his highest possibilities 
as a man. It includes salvation of his 
body Man has his physical basis. He 
is a spirit housed for the time being in 
flesh. It is important that his body 
shall be well and strong, for if it is not, 
every other part of his nature will be 
liable to suffer, and the achievements of 
his life will be curtailed. Menee the need 
of proper food, proper clothing, proper 
shelter, light, heat, air, exercise, physical 
training of a kind to devélop the body 
into vigor, syminetry and health. There 
are many signs that the future is going 
to pay more attention than the past has 
done to the salvation of the body. But 
the beds is only the basis for a struc 
ture higher than itself. Salvation of the 
individual includes salvation of the mind, 
From what? From ignorance, from fear, 
from superstition, from whatever can 
cripple its powers or limit its attain 
ments. What are the agencies by means 
of which this salvation is to be achieved ? 
Schools, books, intercourse with men, in 
tercourse with nature, work, travel, 
whatever brings knowledge, mental dis 
cipline and command over one’s faculties 
and powers. Salvation of the individual 
means salvation of the conscience, trom 
whatever tends to dull or weaken it, or 
to prevent it from being the strong and 
commanding moral guide of the lite. It 
means salvation of the heart. from all 
low and unworthy affections, and from 
all base and selfish passions and desires, 
and the cultivation of love for all that 

high and pure and beautiful, and as 
pirations after all that is above us 


Thus salvation is not something ob 
tained from without It is something 
attained within. It is growth. It is de 
velopment It is education. It is the 


unfolding of the powers which God has 
given us. It is discipline. It is charac 
ter. It is manhood. He is lost who is 


lost to his possibilities and his ideals. 
He is saved who is saved to the best that 
is in him. 


thing, a gradual thing, something never 
finished, a process lasting through life. 
It is as broad and inclusive as life itself. 


to save not only the individual, but so- 
ciety. 
the old. 
is unselfish. 
to each man to save his soul, to flee the 
wrath to come, to make his own calling 
and election sure, to accept the offer o1 
salvation while he might. 
which the new makes to men is not so 
much to saveethemselves as to make 
themselves worth saving, and to join the 
company of those who are trying to live 
for others and do some good in the 
world. There is an order of Buddhists in 
China whose members 
never to accept salvation so long as any 
other persons are unsaved. 
spirit of Jesus, who said: “I came not to 
be ministered unto, but to minister, and 
to give my life a ransom for, others.” 
That is the spirit of the new salvation. 
Thoughtful and earnest men who look 
deeply into these matters are beginning 
to see that the selfish man, who cares 
only for his own salvation, whose cry 1s 
“O God save me!” 
ers, cannot be saved, but must remain in 
that awful hell which selfishness always 
creates, until he learns to care for oth- 
ers. 


future of humanity than the rise of the 
study of sociology, a science which is 
being taken up with great earnestness 
by a large and growing body of students 
in all the leading civilized nations. It is 
especially encouraging that a number of 
theological schools of ditterent denom- 
inations have established chairs of soci- 
ology as applied to religion, and that 
many leading preachers and thinkers are 
emphasizing sociological work as an im- 
portant side of Christian effort. This is 
an important step forward in the direc- 
tion of the new thought of salvation. 
What is sociology? 
society, or of human relations. 
to find out what are the functions of the 
social organism, how man is related to 
man, and class to class, what duties each 
owes to each, how all may help one an- 
other, and what are the laws of social 
life and death, disease and health. ‘The 
object which sociology has in view is 
the improvement of society—in other 
words, it is social salvation. 
liveth to himself, and no man dieth unto 
himself.” We all rise or sink together. 


subject of how social salvation may be 
accomplished. 
of education, and the training of the 
young. 
measures. Not the cure of crime, but 
the prevention of crime; not the cure of 
intemperance, but the prevention of in- 
temperance; not the cure of the thou- 
sand evils that afflict society, but their 
prevention—is the motto of sociology. 
Sociology is teaching us the importance 
of child-saving work, prison reform, so 
cial settlements, intelligent systems of 
charity which aim to prevent pauperiza- 
tion, and to promote self-help, self-re- 
spect and character in those to whom 
charity is extended. All these are ¢gen- 
cies for the promotion of social salva- 
tion. By and by the Christian churches 
of the world will wake up to the fact 
that they, too, ought all to be engaged 
in this kind of work. 
see such progress in the salvation of so- 
ciety as has never been known. 





tion. It is the relation of Jesus to the 
new salvation. 
salvation of the individual or of society, 


ceed we must press forward in essential- 
ly the path marked out by the great 
founder of our Christian faith. The aim 
of the new salvation is not to get awry 
from Jesus. 
Christ of the creeds; but it is to get 
back to the real Jesus of the earliest 
Gospels, and to save men by essentially 
the methods and influences which He 
employed. He gave constant effort tc 
the work of saving individuals. How 
did He do it? By love, by sympathy, by 
personal contact, by drawing them to 





Thus we see that salvation is a present 


1 said the aim of the new salvation is 


In this it differs radically from 
The old was selfish. The new 
The appeal of the old was 


The appeal 


take a_ pledge 


That is the 


while he forgets oth- 


Few things are more promising for the 


It is the science of 
It aims 


“No man 


Sociology throws great light upon the 
It shows the importance 


It shows the value of preventive 


Then shall we 


| have only one more point to men- 
Whether we consider 


| think it is plain that if we would suc- 


It is to get away from the 


Himself, by appealing to their best selves, 


by holding up before them worthy ideals, 
by revealing to them the possibilities 


that slumbered in their own souls, by 
telling them that they were children of 


God. All these resources are open to us 


to-day as they were open to Jesus. In 


Jesus we have an incomparable leader. 


The spirit in which He worked is the 
spirit which should animate us. 

3ut if He aimed to save individuals He 
also sought to save society. This was 
the meaning of the constant emphasis 
He placed upon the work of building up 
the Kingdom of God—not in the world 
to come, but in this world, among the 
people to whom he talked and with 
whom he lived. This was the meaning 
of the doctrine of the brotherhood of 
man, which He endeavored to plant in 
all hearts. The circumstances under 
which he labored were different from 
those which surround us. We have 
learned that we can employ to advantage 
many agencies which He did not use, 
perhaps which it would have been im- 
possible to use then. But the aim—to 
make all men realize that they are 
brothers, and to build up a divine so- 
ciety, which shall be a true Kingdom ot 
Heaven on earth, because of the reign of 
truth, love and peace in the souls of 
men—this should be the aim of all our 
efforts at social salvation to-day, by 
Whatever agencies carried on, just as 
these were the aim of our great Teacher 
and Leader in all His work in Galilee 
nineteen hundred years ago. 


Concerning Gifts. 





Daphne, ah! what present shall I bring, 
As a pledge and token of my passion? 
No vain trinket, necklace, brooch or 

ring— 
After vulgar wooers’ foolish fashion! 
Gifts like those can never be the sign, 
Daphne, of a love as strong as mine, 


I would seek an offering—precious, rare, 
Fraught with mystic magic, to betoken 
Fragrant thoughts, intangible as air— 
Hopes too full for words that can be 
spoken, 
Such a gift 1 crave, wherewith to pay 
Hiomage, Daphne, to your natal day. 


So with scornful discontent I ban 
Costly bauble—casket, gem, or jewel— 
While the Stores impatiently I scan 
For an apter type of love's renewal; 
Until in despair (each year the same) 
I select—another photo-frame 
—'Punch.” 


saan ideas 

“Wouldn’t you rather have a lighter 
‘uirass?’” suggested the master-of-arms. 
“No, I always feel better with a man’s 
armor round me,” arechly admitted the 
Maid of Orleans.—Yale “Record.” 








December 27, 1902 
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Mrs. Anderson, a prominent socie 
woman of Jacksonville, Fla, daughter of 
Recorder of Deeds, West, who witnessed 
her signature to the following letter, praises 


Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound. 


“Dear Mrs. Prnxnam: — There are but few wives and mothers who 
have not at times endured agonies and such pain as only women know. 
I wish such women knew the value of Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable 
Compound. It is a remarkable medicine, different in action from any 
I ever knew and thoroughly reliable. 


“T have seen cases where women d dctored for years without perma- 
nent benefit, who were cured in less than three months after taking your 
Vegetable Compound, while others who were chronic and incurable 
came out cured, happy, and in perfect health after a thorough treatment 
with this medicine. I have never used it myself without gaining great 
benefit. A few doses restores my strength and appetite, and tones up 
the entire system. Your medicine has been tried and found true, hence 
I fully endorse it.”— Mrs. R. A. AnpERson, 225 Washington St., Jack- 
sonville, Fla. 


Mrs. Reed, 2425 E. Cumberland St., Philadelphia, Pa., says: 


“Dear Mrs. Prnxnam:—lI feel it my duty 
to write and tell you the good I have received 
from Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Com- 

pound. 

“T have been a great sufferer with female 


















trouble, trying different doctors and medicines 

with no benefit. Two years ago I went under 

an operation, and it left me in a very weak 

condition. I had stomach trouble, backache, 

headache, palpitation of the heart, and was very 

nervous; in fact, I ached all over. I find 

yours is the only medicine that reaches 

, PAV i 7* such troubles, and would cheerfully rec- 

“ AN FR ommend Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable 

( { WG Compound to all suffering women.” 

When women are troubled with irregular or painful menstruation, weak- 

ness, leucorrhea, displacement or ulceration of the womb, that bearing-down 

feeling, inflammation of the ovaries, backache, flatulence, general debility, 

indigestion, and nervous prostration, they should remember there is one tried 

and true remedy. Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound at once 
removes such troubles. 

The experience and testimony of some of the most noted 

women of America go to prove, beyond a question, that Lydia E. 





Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound will correct all such trouble at : 


once by removing the cause and restoring the organs to a healthy 


and normal condition. If in doubt, write Mrs. Pinkham at Lynn, 
Mass, as thousands do, 


No other medicine in the world has recaived such widespread and 
unqualified endorsement. Noother medicine has such a record of cures 
of female troubles. Refuse to buy any substitute. 


FORFEIT if we cannot forthwith produce the o: al letters and signatures of 
$ 5000 above testimonials, which will prove their absolute Ratan) ialtes - 


Lydia E. Pinkham Medicine Co., Lynn, Mass. 
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worth it. 
: (Continued from page 3 ) 





a dog answering everybody’s whistle 
and gittin’ every body’s kicks—even your 
mother’s.” 


“But then you see, Easter, there’s the 
expenses of an election, and travellin’—” 

“Emiline, your father’s gittin’ nutty. 
He’s run round and looked sorry at 
funerals till the best half of him’s dead. 
Why, he was jist tellin’ us that if he was 
elected member of parliament he’d git 
passes over all the railroads and it 
wouldn’t cost him a cent to ride, and 
everybody knows that that little squirt 
Sanborn, who represents the South Ridin’, 
makes a better livin’ out o’ bein’ a mem- 
ber of parliament than he ever did out of 
anything else. But of course Jud hain’t 
got sense,” sighed Mrs. Hawley despair- 
ingly, as she instinctively began to clear 
off the crackers and cheese from the table. 
“He don’t think of nuthin’ but himself 
and the.crowd he’s been smokin’ cigars 
and drinkin’ beer with while we’ve been 
slavin’ on the farm.” 

“T never did any slaving, mother—” 

“Oh, no, you didn’t, Emiline. Catch 
you doin’ any slavin’. You're too much 
like Jud. I’ve did the slavin’, Both of 
you seem to forgit how I've been workin’ 
to make something out of ourselves 
You'd have married the hired man if it 
hadn’t been for me—” 

“Well, what if she had?” demanded 
Jud sternly. “Don’t git sky-flyin’ so high 
as to forgit that you married your father's 
hired man. Run on me if you like, but 
leave Emiline alone.” 

“Don’t mind me, dad. 
we can’t ever talk about anything without 
having a row.” 

“Well, Emiline, what d’you want me 
to do? I don’t want any politics. I've 
seen too many men spoiled tryin’ to make 
statesmen of themselves. We bought 
this house and spent all our spare cash 
furnishin’ it. D’ you want me to. leave a 
life job and try to git a place for which I 
hain’t suited and which maybe I won't 
git, and if I do git it, itll make me go 
broke—” : 

Mrs. Hawley, with her hands on her 
silk-draped hips—an attitude so sug- 
gestive of wash-day on the farm that it 
made Jud grin—stared intently at the 
modest Emiline. 

“You're a nice pair ”——a pause of furious 
contempt. “If any woman ever had a 
warnin’ against marryin’ a hired man I’ve 
hed. You, Jud Hawley, and your daugh- 
ter, Emiline, may have hired-n an blood 
in your veins, but I hain’t. Talk about 
goin’ broke if you quit bein’ county treas- 
urer! Why, the president of the new 
Inter-Ocean Railway told me to-night you 
could make five or ten thousand dollars 
a year lobbyin’, whatever that is,” she 
added somewhat weakly, “and he pro- 
mised to pay all your expenses if you'd 
try to be elected, and said he’d not see 
you git hurt—” 

“Easter Hawley, I may have been 
your father’s hired man, but I hain’t goin’ 
into politics to be the hired man of old 
Wrenchman of the Inter-Ocean Railway, 
nor the scrub-woman of any fake that 
sees fit to come along and put me on my 
knees with a brush.” Jud looked like a 
man of more than common size as he 
pushed his chair back and turned down 
the hanging lamp in the dining-room— 
one of the novelties his wife had intro- 
duced. 

“Yes, I suppose. You won't do no 
scrubbin’ while I’m alive to do it for you, 
Jud,” sighed Mrs. Hawley despairingly. 
“All you want is to hang round taverns 
and tea-meetin’s talkin’ about culverts 
and county bonds, and all Emiline wants 
is Hiram—” 

“T don’t want Hiram, mother, and 
never did. But I’d rather be a hired 
man’s wife and live ona rented farm than 
always be nagged like 1 am to home—” 

“T never nag ye, Emiline,” protested 
Jud. 

“Oh, no, you don’t nag nobody, you 
don’t, Jud Hawley; I do the naggin’ ; 
I’m the old nag round here.” Mrs. 
Hawley was shrill and on the verge of 
tears. “You're tryin’ to set Emiline agin 
me, tryin’ to put daughter agin mother, 
but I’m goin’ to love her and do for her 
jist like I did for George.” With this 
Mrs. Hawley embraced her daughter and 
gathered up her skirt and swept from the 
room, a picture of offended maternity. 

Jud sat on the arm of the rocking-chair 
and looked weakly at his daughter. 
‘“‘What’s come over your mother, Emi- 
line?” 

“ She ain’t well, dad ; never mind her 
little tantrums, and just try to please her 
and she'll get enough of swelling it 
around— ” . 

“ But what am I goin’ todo? Have I 
got to run for parliament jist ’cause she’s 
got a notion that she’d like to go to Otta- 
way? It makes me sick all over to think 
of it and the chances I’ll take of gittin’ 
beat, and goin’ broke if I don’t git beat.” 

“ You've never failed yet, dad; you'll 
get there all right and mother’ll soon get 
enough of it.” 

Like her father, Emi'ine was undemon- 
strative, but she put her arms around 
his neck, kissed him on the forehead, 
patted his cheek, and with her hand 
under his chin made him look up at her. 
With his honest eyes looking into hers 
and his plain face clouded with trouble, 
he seized her little hard hand, pressed it 
against his face, and whispered huskily : 





Nevertheless, Jud Hawley was the 
party candidate for the North Riding in 
the bitterest fight that Canada has seen 
since Confederation. Not only was the 
contest severe in that constituency, but 
everywhere else. Party spirit was high, 
but party funds were low, and Jud half a 


It seems like 


Macpherson for advances while some 
indefinite “fund” was being collected 
somewhere, a portion of which was “sure 
to come,” but which never came. The 
expenses of meetings and speakers from 
a distance, and the printing bills, grew 
greater every day, and Jud Hawley’s 
face grew longer and grayer. His wife, 
enamored of the novelty of her prom- 
inence, was the busiest woman in the 
town, and every night she told Jud of 
people who were going to vote for him 
and get a dozen other votes for him, but 
when he enquired as to names and loca- 
lities he discovered that either the people 
of whom she spoke had no votes, no 
influence, or were giving her a “josh.” 
The thought that perhaps he was being 
jollied by the crowd gave him a sick- 
ening sensation of timidity and disgust. 
He felt that he was out of his element, 
awiy beyond his depth in matters that 
he could neither understand nor properly 
direct. His son George was neglecting 
the farm and under his mother’s direc- 
tions driving in every direction canvass- 
ing for his father, and, as Jud began to 
realize, doing him more harm than good. 
At the outset Jud had seized his son by 
the collar when he discovered him acting 
as a self-constituted political agent and 
had threatened to whale him if he ever 
heard of him promising either money or 
place for a vote, or if he caught him buy- 
ing hquor or cigars to influence the 
election. This manifestation of unusual 
temper had, fortunately for George, as it 
transpired, been made in a public place, 
and unfortunately for Jul soon reached 
his wife’s ears. ; 

“You're a nice man to want to be 
a member of parliament,” she almost 
screamed when he got home. “You ex- 
pect to be elected ; you! Oh you little 
brute! You that go and nearly tear the 
clothes off your own flesh and blood, in 
a tavern, too, where people'll all say you 
was drunk and tried to whip your own 
son. I wish I was back at Pickerel 
Creek,” she wailed. “I can’t make 
nothin’ out of you. I’m goin’ back to live 
with George. He’s got more gumption 
than you and Emiline put together. You 
and your daughter and Hiram had better 
rent a swamp farm and go and live on it 
instead of runnin’ for parliament. One 
good thing, George’s got the deed, and 
after your goin’s-on ‘to-d .y you needn't 
never expect to set your foot on the 
homestead again.” 

Jud went to bed that night sick at heart, 
frightened, discouraged, and thoroughly 
overwhelmed by the hollowness of poli- 
tics and a crushing sense of his own 
unfitness to be alive. 





CHAPTER III. 


The campaign was long and bitter, but 
at midnight on the day of election the 


TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 
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* But it ain’t worth it, Emiline ; it ain’t returns indicated Jud Hawley’s election and the pages in the gallery. The whip | cated in the charges, 
I’d ruther'a durn sight be a/ by a narrow majority. 


hired man on a rented farm than be like | nouncement was made Mrs. Hawley em- 


When the an- 


braced Jud and could hardly prevent 
herself from waltzing him around the 
committee-rooms, where a considerable 
company had béen waiting to learn the 
results. On their way home she:talked so 
loudly and enthusiastically of the pros- 
pective trip to “Ottaway” that wakeful 
people might have heard her though 
distant a couple of blocks. Jud dragged 
himself wearily by her side and when 
Emiline opened the door he 


simply 





she having, it is 


of the party never failed to stop and | said, taken part with unusual vigor in the” 


speak to her, but one afternoon she election.” Jud passed the paper over to 
detected him and a new Cabinet Minister , his wife, his hand trembling and his face 
looking intently at her cloak, whereupon pallid with prolonged anxiety and moist 


she at once ordered a new one, explaining ' with perspiration which indicated that 
to Jud later on, “Of course you’ve got ' no matter how he might be able to clear 


himself, he had no means of reckoning 
“Of course, Easter, but then how am | to what extent he had been involved by 


The idea of a protest 
“Don’t go on, Jud; dm’t git goin’! was not new to Mrs. Hawley, but the 


stern fact of an impending election trial 


to keep up your*position, Jud.” 


I goin’ to pay*for these things —” : his wife and son. 
Wrenchman told me jist to-day that he’s 


goin’ to send you a cheque to help pay | robbed her of all the joy that a parlia- 


| 
| 
| 
7 , | on 

your expenses, and he siys you and me mentary career had been promising her. 


“VOU’RE A NICE PAIR.’ 


dozen times had to ask “Old Man” | patted her on the head with the remark, 


“Looks like your mother’s goin’ to git 
the trip to Ottaway !” 

“Yes, Emiline, you’re goin’ too. I’m 
goin’ to have a dress like Dr Gregory’s 
wife, and: you can have one as good as 
money can buy.” 

Jud slipped away to bed, leaving his 
wife and daughter discussing the details 


nearly dawn before, in his efforts to com- 
pute the cost of his contest, he decided 


that a considerable section of the savings ! from his hand and threw it into a cuspi- 


of a lifetime had been spent, and fell into 
a troubled sleep. 


elections, and the Hawley family, com- 


t wen atencsestite 


“JUD HAD SEIZED HIS SON BY THE COLLAR WHEN HF 


HIM ACTING 
posed in the cunous public eye princi. 
pally of Mrs, Hawley, cut a wide swath 
at the Capital. The hotel rates 
high, and it was not long before Mrs. 
Hawley that 
dearer in Ottaway than where she came 
from.” Jud knew before he went there 
that he would be listed amongst the 
small fry, but Mrs. Hawley’s discovery 


discovered “livin’ was 


of her unimportance was a shock to. lodged against the return of Judson Smith 


that high-spirited dame. She saw many 
people she would like to know; the 
majority of them, however, showed no 
anxiety, nor even willingness, to know 
her. Nearly all the politeness they re- 
ceived was from the waiter at the table 





; tightly that a glove burst across the 
of prospective dressmaking, but it was ! back. 


| 
The session followed close y after the fully as she took off her spats, “ How] to do with a tariff wh‘ch she did not 





AS A SELF CONSTITUTED POLITICAL 


were j 
, taken 


and Emiline can stay here as long as we | The days dragged on, more joyless than 
like and not cost us a cent” they were in the farmhouse on Pickerel 
Jud was wearing kid gloves, and though | Creek. New gowns and an opportunity 
they made his hands perspire, his wife} to truthfully write to her friends that she 
insisted that he mustn’t look like aj had danced at a ball given by the 
“granger” In his anger at the thought | Governor-General afforded little compen- 
of his wife thus disposing of his parlia-| sation fir the deadly monotony of the 
mentary influence, he clenched his fist so} hours she spent in her room talking to 
| Emiline and the wives of two o1 three 

With a smothered oath that | 

would not have been noticed in Tama- 


rack Township he tore the tattered thing 


other rural and obscure members who 
sought her in their loneliness. No habit 
of reading, no facility in sewing, no 
mental resources, nothing relieved the 


tedium of killing day after day of a ses- 
but unsympathetic eyes, enquiring scorn- ; sion in which the debates had principally 


dor. His wife watched him with bright 


long do you suppose it’.] take you, Jud, | understand. 


Emiline, who had been persuaded to 
join a church society, found some relief 
from being shut up with her mother, in 
working amongst the poor. She, how- 
ever, fell ill, and when after a day’s fever 
the doctor pronounced it to be smallpox 
and the ambulance was hurried to the 
hotel tor her removal, the climax of mis- 
ery appeared to have been reached. 
Mr. and Mrs. Hawley were isolated as 
well as their daughter, but not with her. 
Both demanded that they should be per- 
mitted to nurse the girl, who was suffering 
from what proved to be a very slight 
attack of a much dreaded disease, but 
were refused. 


tne 


Then Jud fell ill, and at 
once it was decided that he was suffering 
from the same pestilence, and Mrs. Haw- 
ley was removed. Emiline soon recov- 
ered, and was permitted to wait on her 
father, who, though he was not afflicted 
with smallpox in the beginning, soon got 
it, and prorogation of the House had ar- 
rived before he and his wife and daughter 
were allowed to return home. 

During the month which Mrs. Hawley 
spent in a boarding-house undisturbed 
by callers, who with one accord feared 


ee 


that she might carry contagion in her 
clothes, she had an opportunity of review- 
ing what had once seemed like a tri- 
umphal climax to a hitherto uneventful 
career. She loved her husband and 
children, and the restoration to her of 
Jud and Emiline was marked by a bap- 
tism of tears which made them both feel 


weak and wondering 


LIscoV?: 


AGENT.” 


RED 


When they alighted at the railway sta- 


to learn the difference be ween wearin’ | tion of their home town a bad brass band 


gloves and mits?” brayed a welcome which was ten times 


“A heap longer, Easter, than it has | more eloquently expressed by the people 


vou to trade off my who shook hands with the feeble and 


board bill.’ 


votes tor a 


gray-haired man who tottered from the 


ae 


The heavens were darkened and the | car 
sky overcast for the Hawley family when tho election tnal had been fixed to 
at breakfast the next morning the daily | meet the necessities, legislative and 


paper announced: “A protest has been | physical, of the member whose seat had 


| been attacked, but in the meantime the 
Hawley. The usual allegations of cor- 
rupt practices are set forth, mainly direct 
ed against his son and agent, Geor.e 
Hawley, while his disqualification is de- 
randed on account of personal bribery. 
His wife, Esther Hawley, is also imph- 


mortgage on the Hawley homestead had 
become due owing to the very large pay- 
ments which had been made by “ Old 
Man Macpherson” and the inability of 
George Hawley to either furnish the cash 
or security for which the lawyer had be 
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come liable. In fact, young George had 
himself been going at a very rapid gait. 
He had “backed” notes for, ali sorts of 
people, who of course failed to pay, sub- 
scribed for stock in companies which 
were trying to force him to settle, and 
had shown himself to be utterly worth- 
less as a business manager. His failure 
as a farmer had added to the general 
disaster, and poor Jud as he listened to 
hs friend Macpherson’s account of the 
culmination of the whole thing could only 
gasp and tell him to “sell things out.” 

When the auction sale took place, it 
was known that Jud Hawley had deter- 
mined to begin life over again and pro- 
posed to buy the farm and stock if they 
went at a reasonable price. His popu- 
larity stood him in good stead, for there 
was no one who seriously bid against 
him. The pathetic figure of the prema- 
turely old man, never lusty of body but 
shrunken now in size, seemed to forbid 
any attempt to take his land or chattels 
away from him, and for a little less than 
$10,000, which Macpherson found for 
him, he was again the possessor of his 
old place somewhat ragged and weedy, 
it is true, from the protracted absence of 
its owner, but still home. 

The election trial wound drearily on. 
George, who had occasioned so much of 
the trouble, in the meantime received a 
small appointment from the political party 
which had failed to keep its promises to 
his father. Mrs. Hawley ministered to 
her husband lovingly and yet with a re- 
sentfulness which she cculd not always 
conceal. She wondered that he had lost 
all his “ git up and git,” and asked him 
“why he didn’t hitch up and go round 
and see folks and git back to himself.” 
Once in a while she reminded him on his 
well days that if he had stuck to the farm 
he would not have got in so much trouble, 
and that she had always told him that he 
would “git into trouble runnin’ round.” 
Hisdull and sunkeneyes alone reproached 
her for these upbraidings, and she 
ceased them in his presence, though al- 
ways when she had women visitors she 
whispered as she showed them out, “Men 
are sich terrible fools ; they think us wo- 
men don’t know anything. I always told 
Jud to keep the deed of the farm and to 
stay to home and work it himself and not 
run round for other people, and if he’d 
done it he wouldn’t be layin’ in there 
sick.” 

The election trial was decided in Jud’s 
favor and the mountain of expenses had 
to be paid by the other side, a sum suffi- 
cient to recoup the good-hearted public 
drudge whom everyone called ““Old-Man 
Macpherson” for his advances for the 
buying-in of the Hawley farm. Jud, how- 
ever, got no better, even though the finan- 
cial clouds had rolled past. On bright 
days his wife used to “hitch up,” take 
him out for a drive, and when at home 
Emiline never left his side. The heart 
weakness which his sickness had left with 
him and which his taste of politics had 
intensified, could not be removed. One 
day he clung to his wife’s hand as it was 
gently smoothing his pillow, and gasped : 

“Well, Easter, I guess I’m goin’—”’ 

“Where, Jud?” 

“ Wher’m 
reflectively. 


1 goin’?” whispered Jud 
“Where?” His mind be- 
gan wandering over the roads of Tama- 
rack Township. “Jist up to Big Turn- 
er’s teh see a steer, Easter! Mebbe I'll 
drop in an’ look at Hank Gibson’s colt 
and then come ‘round by the buryin’ 
ground where they’re puttin’ up a new 
fence. Where's that cheese factory check- 
book, Easter? Mebbe I'll see Jonas Duff 
as I pass—” 
*“Emiline!” screamed Mrs. Hawley, 
Yer father’s ravin’! Jud, 
dear,” she sobbed, catching his wasted 
form to her heart. 
the roads; 
abed !” 


“come quick! 


“You hain’t runnin’ 
ye re here with me, Jud, sick 
“Be 1?” he asked, his arm creeping 
slowly, stiffly, up to her neck and his eyes 
“Be I? I like to be with you, 
Where’s Emiline? 
Don't bother her. I’m—” 

A frantic cry from his wife, the falling 
back of a limp form, the unconscious 
turning of a waxen face to the wall, and 
Jud Hawley’s campaign was over. 


glazing. 
Easter! 
mebbe ? 


Wore out, 





The Centaurs. 


Once in the far-gone ages, 
Lived we in che heart of the glade, 
We ‘waked each morn to the day new- 


born, 
From our couch in the bracken laid 
Up from our perfumed pillows 
We sprang. and our arms flung free, 
Tossing our hair and breathing the air 
In a rapture of liberty 


Was od'rous 
trod under heel, 


Our way to the 
With the 


river 
lilies we 


We plunged—and we clave the oncoming 
wave 
With a stroke of velvet and steel 
We swam through the green and the 
opal, 
We breasted the tawny banks, 
Raced with the breeze and stretched at 


our ease, 
With the sun on our glistning flanks 


The glassy pools were our mirrors, 
We drank from a crystal spring, 
And laughed as we made in the shelt ring 
shade 
Of the wild grape-vines, a swing 


We spent our lives in the wildness, 

We yearned to the storm and the 

There was never a pleasure we 
half measure, 

For we loved with our body and brain 


rain, 
had in 


Till the mighty gods in anger 
Smote-—and our sky grew grey 

And into the Never we vanished forever, 
As Night at the coming of day. 
Toronto, A. BS. 8. 
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Are Exceptionally Attractive 


HOLIDAY GIFTS. 


GENTLEMAN’S 
Suit Case 


Complete, with best Ebony 
Brushes and Bottles with 


Price... ..$25.00 


Sterling Silver Mounted 
Bottles, $5.00 extra. 





LADY’S... 


Dressing Bag 


We have the above bag in 


Real morocco leather at 
$13.00, 18.00, 22.00, 27.00, 
30.00. 


OUR. CATALOGUE 
“S” of Traveling and 
Leather Goods complete- 
ly describes our Dressing 
Bags. 
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The Millennial Menu. 
F° some 3,000 years King Ne- 





buchadnezzar has had the sympa- 

-thy of all tender-hearted folk. 

In that comfortable frame of 
mind which a dinner-distended stomach 
induces, many gentle hearts have doubt- 
less felt the pangs of pity for him whose 
sole and scanty diet, during that long 
hebdomadal exile, was the grass of the 
field. It appears that this compassion 
was altogether undeserved. For now 
come the “advanced” food experts to 
tell us that our baked, boiled and fried 
dietary is nothing less than an outrage 
upon nature, while ‘the Nebuchadnezzar- 
ian menu, though restricted in variety, 
was on the right track, and highly 
healthful. 

The raw-food idea is by no means a 
new one, but it has seldom been ex- 
pounded with more cogeney and point 
than by a writer in a late number of 
“Health Culture,” who presents reasons 
why even a Thanksgiving diner should 
ask for no more than liberal helpings of 
green leaves au naturel, fruits fresh 
from the tree, hard-shelled hickory-nuts, 
and good red wheat. 

The “Health Culture” writer’s first ar- 
gument is based on the fact ‘that man, 
as everybody knows, is first cousin to the 
anthropoid ape: the undegenerate an- 
thropotd subsists only upon fruits, nuts 
and succulent green leaves which grow 
close at hand: he is innocent of appen- 
dicitis, never has the gout, his natural 
rulers do not shudder at mention of peri- 
typhilitis. Therefore we, who are “very 
slightly changed from the semi-apes who 
ranged,” as Kipling assured us, ought to 
forsake the disease-breeding cook-stove, 
and return to the frolicsome irresponsi- 
bility of a “natural-food diet.” This 
sounds as logical as anyone could wish. 

The raw-food man does not, however. 
rest his case on the appeal to physiologi- 
cal,and anatomical testimony. He calls 
chemistry to his aid, and shows thereby, 
to his own satisfaction at least, that, in 
the process of cooking, profound and un- 
desirable changes in the character of 
foods take place. Proteid elements “are 
coagulated by cooking and thus rendered 
indigestible.” Certain carbo-hydrates be- 
come too easily digestible, and the sys- 
tem is oversupplied. Some salts “are so 
altered by cooking as to become entirely 
inert and useless for food.” The mineral 
constituent becomes separated from its 
organic combination, and cannot possl- 
bly be digested. Milk, through similar 
change, becomes, by boiling, “quite use- 
less as food.” 

But neither the argument from the 
simian analogy, nor the learning dis- 
played in discussing the chemistry of 
food, is likely to impinge upon the fem- 
inine mind with half the force of this 
short but pregnant sentence: “Uncooked 
food means the emancipation of women 
from the drudgery of the kitchen.” There 
vou have it! This is the thought that 
wives one pause. For what price would 
woman find too great to pay for ever- 
lasting emancipation from those “six 
mortal hours a day” (in the memorable 
words of Mrs. Stetson) that she spends 
on food? What self-denial ought not 
man to practice to escape the curse to 
which Mrs. Stetson gives voice in that 
vitriolic to escape having 


” 


same poem 
“the slow finger of Heredity” write on 
his forehead, “strive as he may, ‘His 


rg 

Picture the scene that must unfold to 
the rapt vision of the raw-food enthus- 
iast! Tyrant Bridget the Forty-Third, 
deposed from her throne, 
leaves never to return, and never to be 
succeeded. Annie the scullery maid, she 
of the fishy eve. and a predilection for 
the butcher-boy bodeful of ill, follows in 
wake. The kitehen is abolished. 


cook-stove 








186 




















4-DINEEN’S, FURRIERS-1902 


Fit, finish and material in fur gar- 
ments guaranteed. 


Persian 







Lamb 
Jackets 


$75.00 to $125.00 plain 
$100.00 to $150.00 trimmed 


Selected skins made up by experts on 
the premises. 
orders and inquiries promptly at- 
tended to. 


Telephone or mail 





A fine piano in a home is a mark of culture and good taste. 


rTHE 


HEINTZMAN @ CO. 
~*~ PIANO 


is the result of half a century’s study in piano-building. 
tone quality of this instrument 
musicians who have endorsed and approved of its 


famous 


art stic mertts. 


The 


has endeared it to many 


HEINTZMAN & CO. 


115-117 KING ST. WEST, TORONTO 
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Sweet, crisp flakes of wheat and mai --eaten cold, 


TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 









ror 


sharpens intellects Ly 
improving health. * 


December 27, 1902 


Jim Dumps’ first-born—young Jim—a clerk, 
Had wrecked his health by overwork. 


His brain grew weak, his 


body thin, 


Just ag his father’s once had been. 
** Eat ‘Force,’’’ Jim Senior begged of him. 
He did. Now 4e is “Sunny Jim,” 










The Ready-to-Servé Cercal , 


Does Wonde:s for the Boy. 
“T feel grateful to you for making ‘Force.’ My son, who is employed in an office, had been running 





down for months. ‘Force’ pleased his taste and he eats it twice a day, with the result that he is gaining 
20 strength and vitality daily. I feel that it has done waders for him. Mrs. o 
; (Name furnished on application.) 








The stove is demolished: The pot and | 
kettle hollowly ‘murmur to each other 
as they together pass into the hands of 
the joyful junkman. 
halved. 
The penetrative aroma of boiled cabbage cidents that ‘befall heedless men-folk, 
no more greets the nostrils of the home 
coming householder. 
for the millennial meal, we take it, would 
be stored in an ornamental cabinet, neat- 
ly labeled with such appetizing titles as 
“Cracked 


The gas bill is 
The coal bill no longer terrifies. 


The raw materials 


Butternuts,” “Beardless Bar- 
ley,” “Choice Red Wheat,” “Hand-Picked 
Rye!” Only a trice would be required 
to scatter upon the festal board these 
simple and savory dishes. Woman would 
be free! Man would have no fearsome 
inscription on his forehead! 

It is claimed that the devotees of raw 


food number several thousands in the 
United States. Yet somehow the Beef 
frust appears to be unterrified, and 


neither the Amalgamated Bakers’ Union 
nor the Marine Cooks have issued mani- 
festoes of alarm. Why this is so we can- 
not say. We do not venture to recom- 
mend the “Health Culture” plan to any- 
body. But as a possible weapon of of- 
fence we commend the article to the at- 
tention of the Housewives’ Union pro- 
posed by a distracted one of them. The 
threat to abandon cooked for raw food 
might be hung like a Damoclean sword 
above the head of recalcitrant and ob- 
streperous Bridgets with salutary  ef- 
fect. The raw-food fad, impracticable to 
follow, might prove practicable for the 
Coercion of Cooks. 
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The Ballad of Pietro Mascag. 





Pietro Mascag was an artis’ gran’, 
The patron saint of the hand-organ man. 


Mascag, he did the 
mez-zo, 


It may be that signor has heard it? 
An’ 


write him Inter- 


So! 


Pietro, he 
known, 
He stan’ by himself, in a class all alone. 


get him so very well 


One day a vera reech man from here, 
He wrote him a letter: ‘Pietro, dear, 


If you'll come to this countree good and 
queeck, 

I give you say twenty-fi’ dollar a week.” 

An’ Pietro write back: ‘‘Make it twenty- 

seex, 

An’ maybe I come for a couple of weeks.”’ 


An’ it was arrange’. He come to this, 
land, j 
They meet him with flowers and shaka 
his hand. ; 





But up comes a cop 
They all say, ‘‘Why, 
don’t know. 


He arrests Pietro, 
why? ‘che cop he 





They let him go then, but take him again, | 








First Aid to the Injured. 





That domestic ambulance corps of 
which mother or wife or sister has 
charge, being accustomed to all the ac- 


can sometimes deal with them at long 
range. Thus the New York “Mail and 
Express” tells how, at six o’clock in the 
morning of the wedding day, a _post- 
office messenger rang the bell at the 
home of the bride to be, and handed out 
a special delivery letter. 

Jt was addressed to the best man, who 
had come forty miles to second his best 
friend in the ceremony, and was, with 
several others, the guest of the bride’s 
parents. The best man was still sound 
asleep, but he was promptly awakened 
on the supposition that the letter must 
contain something of importance. 

It did, indeed. Rubbing his eyes in 
an effort to understand, he tore open 
the envelope and was astonished to find 
a sheet of -letter-paper, with a large 
needle of the sort men always choose 
when emergenty compels them to sew, 
thrust through it, and a foot of black 
thread doubled and trailing in a loose 
tangle down the page. 

The best man thought it was a joke, 
but he could not see it; and he was 
about to become resentful when, upon 
turning the sheet, he found this hastily 
written note: 

“Dear Brother—Mother says there 
is a button off your dress coat. It is in 
your waistcoat—right-hand pocket. Sew 
it on.” 

Crawling out of bed, the best man ex- 
amined his coat, and laughed to see that 
the situation had been accurately de- 
scribed in the letter. “Just like mother,” 
he said. “She has probably lost a 
whole night’s sleep thinking about that 
button.” 

Later in the day four bridesmaids 
gleefully assisted in making the repairs, 
and this telegram went to mother: 

“Button sewed on. Don’t worry.” 





Why Men Marry. 





Journalism in Evansville, Indiana, is 
nothing if not domestic. Through the 
agency of the “Courier-Journal” it has 
been trying to find out why men marry. 
The editor sent a circular letter to his 
masculine subscribers, asking them for 
a personal explanation. He publishes 
the replies, but mercifully suppresses 
the names. “I didn’t intend to do it,” 
says one man. “Because I hadn’t the 
experience I have now,” writes another. 
There is the conciseness of an _ attic 
tragedy in a third excuse—“‘I yearned 


An’ throw him in jail. Ah! the stone-| for company. Now we have it all the 
hearted men. time.” This, too, has its subdued point 
3ut soon he gets loose, but, eh, what's! —"I was lonely and melancholy, and 


the use? 


They arrest him again. Carramb! What 
excuse? 

You ask me for why? Yes, sir, an’ I 
know 


It all on account of that Inter-mez-zo. 


An’ the hand-organ men who have play 
him all day 

So they say to Pietro: “In jail you mus’ 
stay, 


Or maybe you start up some other blame 


tune, 
An’ make us all nuts in our head pretty 
soon.” 
New York “Sun.” 
Only religious compositions should be 


played on an upright piano. 
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vote and 


Your 


respectfully solicited for 


influence are 


the re-election of 


ALDERMAN 


. J. WARD 





wanted someone to make me lively. She 
makes me very lively.” The note of 
contentment, let alone exaltation, is 
strangely absent. An inexplicable sort 
of scowling resignation seems to be 
Evansville’s nearest approach to happi 
ness. " 
—_—_——s—o—— 


Mixing Up Material. 


“There’s a good many queer things in 
this world.” said Miss Jowders medi 
tatively, to her friend, Miss Barnes, “but 
the queerest of all is folks. Now did 
you ever take notice of that young man 
that spent the fore part of August here, 
a friend of the Samson family ¥”’ 

“I did,” said Miss Barnes, nodding vio- 


lently. “Kind of foolish-appearing he 
Was.” 
“Yes,” said Miss Jowders, “but he knew 


how to eat; he was the heartiest board- 
er I ever had. But it’s his trade that’s 
36 queer—he’s a story-writer, and he’s 
always looking for what he calls ‘ma- 
terial.’ He seemed to think everything 
and everybody here was material, and I 
said to him outright one day, ‘You may 
get into trouble if you take Branbury 
folks and put ’em right in a book, faults, 
failings and all.’ 


“But he laughed and said ’twould be 
all safe the way he did it, and then he 
explained his method. ‘Ll take the old 


men’s traits and give ’em to old ladies’ 
he said, ‘and if there’s a naughty girl I 
turn her into a little boy, and any mid- 


eS A A OE 


Then I lay the scene in Canada, where 


Pve never been, he says, ‘and set the 
time back fifty years, and there you 


< 


ais that in all your days? 


ure!’ Now did you ever hear such talk 


But they tell 


me his books sell just like hot cakes.” 


sign of the end of romance. 


number of 
streaky-gra,;-headed, 


headed young fellows I know! Romeos 
every man of them.—Victor J. Daley, 


the Australian poet. 


when I was here in the spring?” 


} 
' 
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Dealer. 


a 
I used to think that baldness was a 
I know now 
that it is only the beginning. What a 
bald-headed, gray-headed. 
ginger - and-silver- 


“Have 


a 


you the same cook you had 


“Not by seventeen.”—Cleveland “Plain 
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dle-aged folks I make into young ones. | The Cradle, Altar and the Tomb. 


Births. 
Alexander—Dec. 23, Toronto, Mrs. Alex- 
ander Alexander, a son. 


Griffin—Dec. 21, Winnipeg, Mrs. Scott 
Griffin, a son. 

Gilbank—Dec. 3, Toronto, Mrs. J. C. Gil- 
bank, a son. 

Armour—Dee. 22, London, Eng., Mrs. 
John Armour, a daughter. 

Hamilton—Dec. 2, Toronto, Mrs. W. A. 


Hamilton, a daughter. 

Kahnert—Dec. 18, Toronto, Mrs. W. Kah- 
nert, a daughter. 

Montgomery—Dec. 17, Toronto, Mrs. B. H. 
Montgomery, a daughter. 

Chewett—Dec. 26, Weston, J. Bi 
Chewett, a daughter. 


Mrs. 





Marriages, 


Cross—Warren—At Christ Church, Pensa- 
cola, Florida, on Saturday, 20th De- 
cember, by Rev. P. H. Whaley, Har- 
riet Babcock, daughter of the late 
John Hobart Cross, to Wm. Arthur 
Warren of Toronto. 

Clarke—Barnes—Dec. 17, Toronto, John J. 
Clarke to Eliza Barnes. 


5 [OR ( Ferguson—Ferguson—Dec. 17, Toronto, 
& YONGE 8T., TORONTO Hugh Ferguson tc Elizabeth Fergu- 
TERRI! r TATTTCT? son. 
USEFUL AND UNUSUAL Currie—Campbell—Dec. 20, Torents. Ed- 
ward Currie to Adelaide Victoria 
BAROMETERS Campbell. 


Aneroids for weather indications, 
from five to twenty dollars .... and 
aneroids for altitude indications use- 
ful as travelling companions, from 
ten to twenty dollars. 


THERMOMETERS 

Accurate standard instruments from 
one to three dollars, suitable for the 
home or office... . fancy thermome- 
ters, in various attractive designs, 
from 25 cents to several dollars 
each; very appropriate as gifts ; 
house, bath, oven and special ther- 
mometers, 15 cents to two dollars. 


CAMERAS AND KODAKS 
From the Brownie at one and tw. 
dollars to the more expensive and 
beautiful instruments in folding 
sty'es as high as forty dollars. 
DAYLIGYT DEVELOPING 
MACHINES 
Suitable for the owner of a film 
camera ; abolition of the dark room. 
Prices, $2.50, $6.00 and $7.50. 
MICROSCOPES 
From $3.00 upward. 
MAGNIFYING GLASSES 
In all varieties, from the single fold- 
ing lens to the more complete and 
beautiful combinations from toc. to 


$1.50. 


READING GLASSES 
Finely finished lenses, from 2 to 4 
inches in diameter, at 75c. to $3.00 ; 
some with leather covered handles, 
others plain ebony. . . . also concave 
glasses same high quality. 
TELESCOPES 
From five to twenty dollars. 
DRAWING INSTRUMENTS 
In cases particularly. The prices of 
these have been greatly reduced to 
lessen the large stock on _ hand. 
Prices from 75c. to $8.00. 
OPERA GLASSES 
Lemaire and other glasses from 
$4.00 upward. 


FIELD GLASSES 
Compasses. Fountain pens. Pocket 
knives, and optical sundries. 


Spectacles and Eyeglasses at all 
prices and of the highest grade. 





ONLY VENTILATED MATTRESS 








The only Mattress that 
NEVER GETS LUSIPY 
NEVER GETS HARD 
NEVER SAGS 


Perfect Luxury To Be On 


Awarded Bronze Medal at Toronto 
Industrial. 


Marshall Sanitary Mattress Co. 
259 KING STREET WEAT 
*Phone, Main 4533. TORONTO 
Ask your dealer for it or write us for Circular. 
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Willey—D’ Eye—Dec. 20. Toronto Junction, 
W. Sydney Willey to Katharine Alice: 
D'Eye. 

West—Beatty—Dec. 20, Toronto, Willis: 
James West to Agnes Ejlith Beatty. 
McHenry—Windeler—Toronto, Hugh Ss 

McHenry to Ada Elizabeth Windeler. 


Deaths. 
Crawford—Dec. 22, Toronto, Mrs. Eliza 
Crane Crawford. 
Bell—Dec. 5, Invernesshire, Scotland, 


Oswald George Wilson Bell, aged 28. 
Perdue—Dec. 22, Toronto, Mrs. F. H. Per- 


due. 

Blackhall—Dec. 22, Toronto, Mrs. Jane 
Blackhall. 

Morrison—Dec. 22, Toronto, Henry Mor- 


rison, aged 65. 

Landau—Dec. 21, Toronto, Chas. S. Lan- 
dau. 

Cobean—Dec. 20, Toronto, William Co- 
bean, aged 52 years. 

Wheler—Dec. 21, Toronto, Mrs. G. Wheler: 


Moore—Dec. 18, Toronto, Robert Cyril 
Moore. 

Aggett—Dec. 18, Toronto, William G. D. 
Agegett, aged 48 years. 


Sutherland—Dec. 
8. Sutherland. 

Waldon—Dec. 18, Palmerston, Mrs. C. D: 
Waldon. 


19, Newmarket, William: 


J. YOUNG (rex. Minera) 


The Leading Undertaker 
"Phone 679. 359 YONGE STREET 








W. H. STONE 


UNDERTAKER 


YONGE 9498 stReEET 
‘Phone—Main 932 


Old German 
Violin 


We don't know the 
exict age of this violin, 
but is is ene of our col- 
lection of old instrn- 
ments. It is of medium 
high model, graceful out 
line and workman- 
ship. The varnish is a 
red brown, the wood 
back and sides nicely 
burled, table free from 
patches. Excellen/ tone. 


Price $50 


We have the largest col- 
lection of old violins in 
Canada. All moderately 
priced. 
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R. S. Williams & 


Sons Co., Limited 
143 YONGE STREET 
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